Issued  XY  telly — By  Subscription  $'2.50  per  year.  Application  made,  for  Second-Class  Entry  at  N.  Y.  Post  Office. 


No.  66. 


NEW  YORK,  JANUARY  22,  1904. 


Price  5  Cents. 


I 


I 


It  was  a  fierce  struggle  on  the  ledge,  with  but  one  chance  in  a  thousand  to  win.  But  Wild  never  lost 
courage.  As  he  forced  the  villain  back  he  heard  the  voice  of  Jim  Dart  exclaim:  “I  am  here,  Wild!” 
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CHAPTER  I. 


AT  THE  GRAND  CANYON. 


Young  Wild  West  and  his  two  partners,  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie  and  Jim  Dart,  were  seated  on  the  veranda  of  a  leading 
hotel  in  Leadville  one  morning,  smoking  and  chatting 
in  their  usual  free  and  easy  manner. 

All  three  had  on  brand  new  hunting  suits,  and  each 
wore  a  costly  blue  silk  shirt,  which  showed  them  up  well, 
as  they  kept  their  coats,  unbuttoned. 

They  had  just  finished  the  starting  of  a  smelting  plant 
at  a  mine  they  were  interested  in  about  a  hundred  and 
Kfty  miles  south  of  Leadville,  and  now  they  were  think¬ 
ing  of  going  home. 

“Boys,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  as  he  threw  back  the 
wealth  of  chestnut  hair  that  hung  over  his  shoulders, 
“Leadville  is  only  a  new  town,  but  still  there  isn’t  any¬ 
thing  so  lively  about  it  after  all.” 

“You’re  right!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie,  as  he 
felt  for  the  beard  that  he  had  just  shaved  off  that  day, 
and  not  finding  it,  turned  his.  attention  to  curling  his 
handsome  dark  mustache.  “That’s  right,  Wild.  In  ther 
three  days  we’ve,  been  bangin’  around  here  there’s  only 
been  a  double  weddin’,  a  cave-in  in  one  of  ther  mines, 
two  shanties  burned  down,  an’  ther  hangin’  of  one  poor, 
miserable  horse  thief.  It  are  apt  to  make  a  feller  feel 
lonesome,  1  guess.” 

“Well,  there  might  be  something  on  in  Weston  when 
v. e  get  back,”  observed  Jim  Dart. 

“There  might  be,  but  it  isn’t  likely,”  and  the  scout 

-hook  his  head. 


“You  fellows  need  not  worry,”  laughed  th£Joui?g  d i 
shot  who  had  been  nicknamed  the  Prince  oitheo©  adclleq 
“Something  will  turn  up  before  long.  It  ^|rajJj^wo;35^ 
that  way,  you  know.”  O  C£  y 

While  they  sat  there  talking  a  horseman  weaning  tE§;-' 
uniform  of  a  United  States  cavalry  officer  reje  up  a^S# 
dismounted.  £ 

He  looked  at  our  three  friends  keenly  and  hesitated. 

Then  he  turned  to  the  door  of  the  barroom  and  went 
inside. 

But  it  was  scarcely  a  minute  before  he  came  out  in 
company  of  a  big,  good-natured  looking  cowboy. 

“That’s  him  right  there!  That’s  Young  Wild  West, 
ther  Champion  Deadshot  of  ther  West  an’  ther  Prince 
of  ther  Saddle!”  cried  the  latter,  pointing  to  our  hero. 

“Thank  you,  my  friend,”  answered  the  officer,  and  then, 
as  Wild  arose,  he  stepped  forward  and  greeted  him. 

“Mr.  West,”  said  he,  “I  bear  a  dispatch  from  Fort 
Mohave  to  you.” 

Young  Wild  West  was  not  a  little  surprised  when  he 
took  the  sealed  envelope  from  the  officer. 

But  when  he  thought  a  moment  later  that  the  govern¬ 
ment  always  placed  the  greatest  confidence  in  him  as 
a  scout  he  easily  imagined  that  he  was  wanted  for  some 
important  duty. 

He  tore  open  the  envelope  and  read  the  following: 
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Dear  Mr.  West :  Upon  the  advice  of  the  commandant  of 
Fort  Brklger,  Wyoming,  I  write  to  you  to  request  your 
immediate  presence  at  the  Grand  Canyon  of  Arizona.  You 
will  of  course  bring  your  partners  with  you.  My  adviser 
1  informs  me  that  you  are  one  of.  the  Special  scouts  of  the 


government,  and  that  you  will  doubtless  comply  with 
this  request.  If  it  is  possible  for  you  to  come,  please 
answer  by  bearer.  A  ours,  etc., 

GENERAL  NIXON, 
Commander,  Fort  Mohave. 

“Boys,  I  guess  that  means  that  we  can  have  a  little 
exercise  if  we  want  it,”  observed  our  hero,  and  then  he 
read  the  message  to  them. 

“That  sounds  good,”  nodded  Charlie.  “Ther  Grand 
Canyon  of  Arizona  is  liable  ter  furnish  somethin’  in  ther 
way  of  excitement,  I  reckon.” 

“Are  you  going,  Wild?”  Jim  asked,  expectantly. 

“Going?  Why,  certainly!  Haven’t  I  always  told  Uncle 
Sam  that  he  could  depend  upon  us  any  time  it  was  pos¬ 
sible  for  us  to  leave  Weston?  And  are  we  not  away  from 
home  now?  It  won’t  matter  if  we  are  away  a  few  weeks 
longer,  I  guess.” 

“Hooray  fer  ther  Grand  Canyon!”  shouted  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  taking  off  his  hat  and  waving  it  in  the  air. 

“You  seem  to  be  rather  enthusiastic,”  said  the  officer, 
with  a  smile.  “More  so  than  my  men.  But  I  guess  I 
had  better  introduce  myself.  I  am  Lieutenant  Harry 
Snyder,  of  the  Eleventh  Cavalry,  Nebraska.  I  was  sent 
out  with  a  detachment  of  eight  men  to  deliver  this  des¬ 
patch  to  you  personally.  It  has  taken  me  over  a  month 
to  find  you,  but  it  is  better  late  than  never.” 

“Oh,  that  is  what  people  say!”  laughed  Wild.  “But 
there  ‘are  some  cases  when  it  is  better  to  be  right  on 
time.” 

“You  are  right;  but  this  is  a  different  case.  Now,  then, 
since  you  have  signified  your  willingness  to  go  to  the 
Grand  Canyon,  I  want  to  tell  you  that  my  instructions 
are  to  act  strictly  in  accordance  with  your  advice  in  get¬ 
ting  there.  The  Grand  Canyon  is  five  hundred  miles 
from  here,  and  it  will  take  us  about  two  weeks  to  get 
there.” 

“Something  like  that,  I  guess.  Well,  all  right!  We 
will  go  with  you  just  as  soon  as  we  write  letters  home  to 
let  the  folks  know  what  is  keeping  us  away.” 

“I  am  very  glad  that  you  are  going,  for,  though  I 
never  met  you  before,  I  am  satisfied  that  you  know  your 
business  thoroughly— all  three  of  you,  I  mean.” 

“Thank  you  for  the  compliment,”  and  then  all  hands 
bowed  to  him. 

“I  have  a  way  of  always  saying  what  I  mean,  gentle¬ 
men,”  observed  the  lieutenant,  who  must  have  thought 
they  had  an  idea  that  he  was  flattering  them. 

“So  have  we,”  spoke  up  Dart. 

“You  kin  jest  bet  your  life  on  that!”  added  the  scout, 
drawing  his  tall,  straight  form  up  to  its  full  height. 

The  lieutenant  smiled. 

“I  guess  we  understand  each  other,”  he  said. 

He  was  a  fine  looking  young  man  of  twenty-five,  who 
bad  worked  bis  way  up  from  a  private  in  Hie  ranks. 

That  be  meant  to  make  his  mark  in  the  military  world 
was  evident  by  his  manner  and  general  bearing. 


“Suppose  we  arrange  to  start  on  the  journey  to-mor¬ 
row  morning?”  he  said. 

“That  will  do  nicely,”  replied  Young  Wild  West.  | 

“Ain’t  yer  goin’  ter  take  me  with  yer  ter  find  ther 
Grand  Canyon,  Wild?”  spoke  up  the  cowboy,  who  had  been 
standing  in  silence  during  the  conversation. 

“I  don’t  know  about  that,  Davy.  You  would  want 
to  wrestle  with  every  Indian  or  bear  you  met,  and  every 
time  you  got  the  chance  you  would  be  getting  full  of 
tanglefoot.  I  don’t  know  about  it.” 

“I  understood  that  there  were  three  that  always  ac¬ 
companied  you,”  remarked  Lieutenant  Snyder,  Who  had 
evidently  taken  a  notion  to  the  cowboy. 

“That’s  right,”  answered  Young  Wild  West.  “Jack 
Robedee  made  up  the  fourth  man,  but  he  is  home  in 
Weston.  Jack  can’t  get  around  like  he  used  to.  A  cork 
leg  is  not  nearly  as  good  as  the  real  thing,  you  know.” 

“I  should  say  not!”  exclaimed  the  cowboy.  “Well, 
you  jest  take  me  with  yer!  I’ve  got  two  good  legs,  an’ 
you  kin  bet  I’ll  do  everything  you  say,  even  if  it  is  to 
ride  through  a  bank  of  solid  fire  a  mile  deep.” 

“All  right,  Davy  Driggs!  You  get  ready  to  leave  to¬ 
morrow  morning.”  _ 

“Oo-woo-wroo-wow !”  roared  the  man,  in  a  voice  that 
rivaled  a  steam  whistle.  “I  reckon  ther  real  bad  man 
of  Leadville  is  goin’  on  a  hot  expedition.  Wait  till  I 
let  myself  loose  once !” 

Then  he  began  dancing  a  few  steps  of  a  breakdown  wffh 
such  force  that  he  kicked  a  board  loose  from  the  stoop. 

This  man  Young  Wild  West  had  become  acquainted 
with  in  Leadville  by  simply  throwing  him  out  a  couple 
of  times  when  he  was  making  himself  a  nuisance. 

It  had  been  the  means  of  making  a  man  of  him,  though,  . 
for,  being  honest  and  good-natured,  it  was  easy  to  build 
up  the  rest  of  a  good  character  in  him. 

After  he  had  a  little  further’  talk  with  our  friends 
Lieutenant  Snyder  mounted  his  horse  and  rode  back  to 
the  postoffice,  where  he  had  left  the  eight  men  wiltHwA* — 
accompanied  him  in  the  search  for  Young  Wild  West. 

He  found  them,  and  when  he  apprised  them  of  the  fact 
that  the  young  scout  they  had  been  long  looking  for  had  _ 
been  found  they  seemed  to  be  very  glad. 

They  were  all  picked  men  from  the  lieutenant’s  com¬ 
mand,  and  they  were  rather  glad  that  their  long  jaunt 
over  the  country  in  search  of  Young  Wild  West  was 
done.  ^ 

Larl}r  the  next  morning  a  party  of  nine  cavalrvmen  and 
four  scouts  rode  out  of  Leadville  and  headed  southwest. 

They  were  the  detachment  from  the  Eleventh  Cavalry 
of  Nebraska,  ^oung  Wild  West,  and  his  two  partners 
aiid  Davy  Driggs,  the  cowboy. 

The  latter  was  attired  in  great  shape. 

Hr  had  on  a  new  pair  of  high  top  riding  boots,  cor-  \ 
duroy  trousers,  buckskin  hunting  coat,  and  a  sombrero 
that  was  the  broadest  he  could  find. 

A  belt  about  his  waist  fairly  bristled  with 


weapons 
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making  him  have  the  appearance  of  a  very  formidable 
character,  indeed; 

And  he  was  when  it  came  to  the  test. 

The  first  day  the  party  covered  fifty  miles. 

As  the  lieutenant  was  provided  with  everything  neces¬ 
sary  for  such  a  journey,  it  mattered  not  whether  it  rained 
or  shined. 

Two  packhorses  carried  their  tenting  outfit  and  other 
supplies. 

Though  it  was  a  very  wild  country  that  they  were  travel¬ 
ing  through,  nothing  occurred  to  interrupt  the  journey, 
and  on  the  thirteenth  day  out  they  reached  the  Grand 
Canyon. 

The  lieutenant  had  told  Wild  that  though  he  did  not 
know  what  the  orders  would  be,  he  had  an  idea  that  they 
were  to  hunt  down  a  desperate  band  of  outlaws  that  in¬ 
fested  the  canyon,  preying  upon  travelers,  and  even  at¬ 
tacking  the  soldiers  as  they  rode  from  place  to  place 
with  dispatches. 

“You  will  find  out  all  about  it  when  you  reach  my  com¬ 
mand,”  he  said.  “It  ought  to  be  somewhere  around  here. 
They  were  to  be  camped  on  the  south  bank  of  the  Colo¬ 
rado  river,  and  in  sight  of  Snow  Peak.  There  is  the 
river  right  off  to  the  right  of  us,  and  there  is  Snow 
Peak  right  ahead.” 

“That  is  as  sure  as  you  live,”  nodded  Wild. 

“Ah!  Here  is  the  trail  that  will  no  doubt  take  us 
to  the  camp,”  and  the  lieutenant  led  the  way  to  the 
right  in  a  sharp  turn. 

It  was  a  fine  day  in  the  spring  of  the  year,  and  the 
splendid  scenery  of  the  Grand  Canyon  showed  up  in 
all  its  glory. 

The  vast  tract  of  land  that  bears  the  name  is,  for  the 
most  part,  not  accessible  to  travelers. 

There  are  peaks  thousands  of  feet  high,  and  rifts  so 
deep  that  no  measurement  has  been  taken  of  them. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  write  the  Grand  Canvon  was 
TTSfCmore  wild  and  picturesque  than  it  now  is. 

Then  it  had  just  the  finishing  touch  of  the  hand  of 
Nature.  Now  the  whistle  of  the  steam  engine  echoes 
from  its  mountains  in  some  parts. 

As  Young  Wild  West  and  his  party  struck  the  well 
beaten  trail  that  ran  along  the  bank  of  the  Colorado  river 
the  sun  was  slowly  nearing  the  line  of  the  western  horizon. 

On  one  side  of  them  the  river  flowed  in  a  snake-like 
course,  and  on  the  other  fantastic  shaped  peaks  and  ridges 
of  rock  and  earth  reared. 

It  wag  the  first  time  our  hero  and  his  partners  had 
ever  been  there,  and  they  made  up  their  minds  that  the 
Grand  Canyon  of  Arizona  was  well  worth  seeing. 

Wild  mountain  goats  could  be  seen  grazing  on  narrow 
ledges  far  above  them,  and  the  nests  of  eagles  could  here 
and  there  be  seen  on  some  dizzy  height. 

“There  are  plenty  of  bears  around  here,  1  reckon,”  ob- 
vtr-c d  Cheyenne  Charlie,  who  was  very  partial  to  the 
frieak*  that  could  be  cut  from  the  hams  of  bruin. 

“dbere  lb  everything  to  be  found  here,  from  a  rattle-1 


snake  to  a  thieving  Indian,”  replied  the  lieutenant.  T 
_ 

He  did  not  finish  what  he  was  going  to  say,  for  at  that 
instant  the  report  of  a  rifle  sounded,  and  one  of  the  cav¬ 
alrymen  threw  up  his  arms  and  fell  from  his  horse. 


CHAPTER  II.  * 

DOOMED  TO  A  HORRIBLE  DEATH. 

No  one  was  expecting  anything  like  a  shot  being  fired 
at  them,  and  when  the  cavalryman  dropped  with  a  bul¬ 
let  in  his  brain  it  meant  that  there  were  enemies  about 
— of  the  cowardly  species,  too. 

The  report  of  the  rifle  had  hardly  died  out  when  Young 
Wild  West  caught  sight  of  the  smoke  that  was  caused 
by  it. 

But  that  was  not  all  he  saw ! 

His  sharp  eyes  picked  out  the  form  of  a  man  lying  at 
full  length  on  the  edge  of  a  cliff. 

The  distance  was  not  more  than  two  hundred  yards, 
and  our  hero  decided  to  show  the  scoundrel  that  there 
were  just  as  good  shots  as  he  in  that  part  of  the  country. 

Without  dismounting  Wild  threw  his  rifle  to  his  shoul¬ 
der. 

Crack ! 

As  the  report  sounded  the  body  of  the  man  rolled  over 
the  cliff  and  came  tumbling  down  to  the  rocks  below. 

“Now  get  to  cover!”  cried  the  young  deadshot.  “There 
are  more  of  them  behind  the  rocks  up  there.  Ah !  What 
did  I  tell  you?” 

Half  a  dozen  shots  rang  out  in  quick  succession,  and 
another  cavalryman  dropped. 

There  were  several  big  boulders  near,  and  Young  Wild 
West  quickly  dismounted  and  led  his  horse  behind  them. 

The  others  followed  him  in  a  twinkling. 

“Those  men  are  outlaws!”  tfle  lieutenant  exclaimed. 
“They  mean  to  shoot  and  rob  us,  I  guess.” 

“Well,  if  they  want  to  try  anything  like  that  let  them 
come !”  answered  our  hero.  “It’s  too  bad  that  we  have 
lost  two  men!” 

The  lieutenant  shook  his  head. 

“I  would  liked  to  have  got  back  to  my  command  before 
anything  like  this  happened,”  he  said. 

No  more  shots  were  fired  for  the  next  five  minutes. 

Then  suddenly  there  was  a  wild  yell  right  behind  them, 
and  a  score  of  desperate  looking  men  pounced  upon 
them. 

“Give  them  fits,  boys!”  cried  Young  Wild  West,  and 
then  his  revolver  began  cracking. 

Three  men  dropped  before  his  unerring'  aim,  but  it 
was  no  use. 

The  outlaws  were  of  the  reckless  and  determined  sort, 
and  they  kept  on  coming. 

1  Cheyenne  Charlie  called  out  for  Wild  to  retreat,  but 
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before  the  boy  could  do  so  the  butt  of  a  heavy  revolver 
struck  him  on  the  head  and  he  fell  over  backward,  dazed, 
but  not  unconscious. 

And  before  he  could  recover  himself  he  was  seized  and 
held  tightly,  while  his  weapons  were  taken  away  from 
him. 

“We  will  take  him  and  the  lieutenant,”  he  heard  a 
voice  say.  “The  rest  can  go  for  the  present.  We  might 
be  able  to  make  some  money  out  of  these  two.-  The 
boy  seems  to  be  something  out  of  the  ordinary.” 

Then  Wild  was  picked  up  and  carried  back  among 
the  rocks. 

He  could  hear  the  shooting  going  on  yet,  which  meant 
that  his  companions  were  making  a  brave  fight  of  it. 

Though  conscious  of  everything  that  was  going  on,  the 
boy  could  not  seem  to  find  the  use  of  his  tongue  just 
then. 

When  he  had  been  carried  back  a  short  distance  he 
realized  that  he  was  in  a  big  crowd  of  men. 

That  proved  that  only  part  of  them  had  made  the 
attack. 

“Blindfold  them,  boys!”  he  heard  the  same  man  that 
had  spoken  before  say,  and  then  he  knew  that  they  must 
have  Lieutenant  Snyder  a  prisoner,  too. 

Then  the  sounds  of  shooting  died  out,  and  the  boy 
was  picked  up  and  carried  bodily  for  a  distance  of  per¬ 
haps  a  hundred  yards. 

He  was  then  deposited,  not  over  gently,  on  a  rough, 
rocky  floor. 

A  moment  later  a  form  was  dropped  at  his  side,  and 
then,  finding  the  use  of  his  tongue,  he  exclaimed : 

“Is  that  you,  lieutenant?” 

“Yes,”  came  the  quick  reply.  “I  am  not  alone,  then.” 

“No!  They  got  me  in  spite  of  everything  that  I 
could  do.  If  I  hadn’t  got  such  a  fearful  crack  on  the 
head  I'll  bet  there  would  have  been  a  few  more  of  them 
go  under  before  they  got  me.” 

“Here!  You  just  shut  up!”  cried  a  voice.  “We  don’t 
allow  that  kind  of  talking  here.” 

“You  don’t,  eh?  Well,  let  me  out  of  here,  then.  That 
would  be  a  good  way  to  stop  me,”  said  Wild,  coolly. 

“You  seem  to  have  plenty  of  nerve,  I  must  say,”  was 
the  reply.  “Well,  I  guess  it  will  soon  be  taken  out 
of  you.  Cap'n,  this  youngster  seems  to  be  awful  sassy.” 

“Bring  them  both  over  here,”  was  the  reply. 

Our  hero  recognized  the  voice  as  that  belonging  to  the 
man  he  had  heard  speak  before  he  was  carried  away  from 
the  spot  where  lie  went  down. 

“Shall  T  take  ther  blindfolds  off  their  eyes,  cap’n?” 

“Certainly!  They  can  have  a  chance  to  see  the  fine 
headquarters  of  the  outlaws  of  the  Grand  Canyon,  then.” 

The  next  minute  Wild  and  the  lieutenant  wrere  lifted 
to  their  feet  and  the  hoodwinks  taken  from  their  eyes. 

As  i!  was  not  very  light  where  they  were,  they  at 
first  could  not  gee  good,  but  they  soon  became  accustomed 
to  it. 


Then  they  saw  that  they  were  in  one  of  the  many  vast 
caves  that  are  so  common  in  that  section. 

This  particular  one  seemed  as  though  it  had  been  spe¬ 
cially  formed  for  the  use  of  just  such  a  band  as  had 
taken  up  its  headquarters  there. 

The  ceiling  was  high  and  in  fantastic  curves  and  shapes, 
with  a  crack  that  ran  half  way  around  in  a  semi-circle. 

Through  this  the  light  came,  and  out  through  it  wrent 
the  foul  air  and  smoke  from  the  fireplace  built  of  stone 
and  clay  directly  beneath  it  in  one  corner  of  the  cave. 

The  floor  wTas  pretty  level,  and  covered  a  space  of  prob¬ 
ably  two  hundred  square  feet,  which  was  divided  off  into 
irregular  nooks  and  minor  cave-like  places. 

There  were  tables,  chairs,  stools,  bo^es  and  barrels 
scattered  around  in  plenty,  and  on  the  side  opposite  the 
rift  in  the  roof  there  was  a  double  row  of  bunks. 

As  Young  Wild  West  took  all  this  in  he  wondered 
where  the  entrance  was. 

But  suddenly  he  caught  the  sound  of  horses  stamping, 
and  as  it  came  from  the  farther  end  of  the  place  he  con¬ 
cluded  that  it  must  be  in  that  direction,  and  that  the 
stable  was  there. 

The  dashing  young  Prince  of  the  Saddle  was  very  much 
surprised  when  he  saw  all  this. 

If  the  government  was  trying  to  suppress  this  band 
of  desperate  men  it  was  no  wonder  they  had  had  trouble 
in  doing  so. 

But  why  had  the  soldiers  not  been  able  to  do  it? 

This  was  the  question  he  asked  himself. 

In  spite  of  the  position  he  had  been  placed  in^  Wild 
thought  of  all  these  things. 

The  man  who  had  called  them  up  to  him  had  given 
them  ample  time  to  take  in  their  surroundings,  and  as 
the  two  captives  looked  at  the  vast  interior  of  the  cave 
and  the  furniture  and  men  who  stood  and  sat  around 
he  smiled  through  the  black  mask  that  he  wore. 

There  were  at  least  fifty  men  in  the  cave,  but  he  was 
the  only  one  who  wore  a  covering  to  conceal  his  faee.^- 

He  stood  on  a  big  flat  stone  in  the  end  of  the  cave 
that  came  to  a  point  in  the  form  of  a  V,  and  in  the 

handsome  velvet  suit  he  wore  he  certainly  made  a  rather _ 

imposing  appearance. 


“Well,  have  you  looked  around  to  your  full  satisfac¬ 
tion:'  he  asked,  when  the  two  finally  ceased  looking  about 
and  faced  him. 

“ Yes,”  answered  Young  Wild  West.  “I  think  I  will 
know  the  place  next  time  I  come  here.” 

I  he  next  time  }rou  come  here !  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  You  are 
qmte  a  joker,  it  seems.” 

1  m  no  joker,”  retorted  Wild,  bound  to  carry  out  the 
part  he  always  played  under  such  circumstances. 

it  was  not  the  first  time  Aoung  Wild  West  had  been 
captured  by  outlaws — not  by  any  means. 

He  was  used  to  being  in  such  dangers. 

\  ou  are  no  joker,  eh?  Well,  how  about  you.  mv 

friend?"  and  the  masked  captain  of  the  outlaws  turned 
to  Lieutenant  Snvdor. 
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“1  have  something  to  say,”  was  the  reply. 

“Well,  that  shows  good  sense,  anyhow.  But  I  must 
insist  upon  you  answering  a  few  questions.  You  are  the 
man  who  was.  sent  away  on  an  important  mission  some 
weeks  ago,  are  you  not?” 

“1  decline  to  answer.” 

“You  do,  eh?”  and  there  was  an  angry  flash  from  'the 
eyes  that  shone  through  the  holes  in  the  mask. 

The  lieutenant  remained  silent. 

“I  will  find  a  way  to  make  you  tell  me  all  I  want 
10  know,  presently.  Now,  sir,”  turning  to  Wild,  “who 

are  you.  anvway?” 

%,  *  %/ 

“I  go  by  the  name  of  Young  Wild  West,”  was  the  quick 
retort. 

“What!”  and  the  captain  started  back  in  amazement. 

“Does  it  surprise  you?”  asked  the  boy,  and  he  put  on 
a  smile. 


“Does  it  surprise  me?  Well,  a  little.  I  heard  that 
Young  Wild  West  had  been  sent  for  to  help  hunt  out  the 
outlaws  of  the  Grand  Canyon ;  but  I  did  not  have  an  idea 
that  he  was  only  a  boy.  So  you  are  Young  Wild  West, 
eh  ?”  and  the  villain  appeared  to  be  amused. 

“Yes;  that’s  who  I  am.  Now  please  tell  me  who  you 
are?” 


“I  will  do  that,  young  man.  I  am  Captain  Cack,  the 

leader  of  the  outlaws  of  the  Grand  Canyon.  My  band  is 

composed  of  the  greatest  criminals  in  the  whole  West, 

and  the  government  soldiers  can  never  put  us  down  as 
»  *  <  __ 
long  as  we  want  to  operate  here.  Why !”  and  he  broke 

into  a  loud  laugh.  “The  officers  themselves  furnish  good 

game  for  us.  We  generally  hold  up  three  or  four  of  them 

every  payday.  And  you  are  the  wonderful  Young  Wild 

West  they  sent  for,  are  you?” 

“I  don’t  know  how  wonderful  I  am,”  answered  our 

hero,  keeping  as  cool  as  an  iceberg,  “but  I  guess  I  will 

be  able  to  give  you  a  pretty  good  run  for  your  money.” 

“See  here!”  and  the  outlaw  captain  spoke  sharply.  “Do 

"you  realize  that  you  are  never  going  to  leave  this  cave 

alive  ?” 


“I  do  not.” 

“Well,  realize  it  at  once,  then.  You  say  that  you  are 
YouDg  Wild  West,  and  the  saying  of  that,  whether  it  is 
true  or  not,  is  sufficient  to  seal  your  doom.”  ' 

“How  did  you  learn  that  the  government  authorities 
sent  after  me?”  questioned  Wild,  not  paying  the  least 
attention  to  what  the  man  said  last. 

“How  did  T  know  it?  Why,  I  have  a  way  of  finding 
out  what  i3  going  on  in  military  circles.  Some  of  the 
cavalrymen  are  very  good  friends  of  mine.” 

“Oh!” 


“Young  Wild  West,  I  am  going  to  see  how  much  nerve 
you  have  got.  You  have  got  to  die,  anyway,  and  I  may 
as  well  give  my  men  a  chance  to  watch  you  as  you  face 
certain  death.” 

“If  ypu  want  tq  see  how  much  nerve  I  have  got  just  cut 
my  hands  free  and  hand  me  my  revolver.  Then  you 
pull  your  shooter  and  face  me.  That  is  when  real  nerve 
counts !  I  guarantee  you  that  if  you  do  that  you  will  be 
a  dead  man  in  less  than  ten  seconds.  I  never  allow  a 
man  I  am  looking  at  to  get  in  the  first  shot,  and  when 
I  pull  a  trigger  it  means  something  every  time.” 

“Go  through  them  and  take  what  money  and  valuables 
they  may  have,”  said  the  captain,  turning  to  the  two 
men  who  had  conducted  the  prisoners  to  him. 

It  so  happened  that  Young  Wild  West  had  sent  most 
of  his  ready  cash  to  Weston,  and  the  only  thing,  outside 
of  a  hundred  dollars  or  so,  that  he  had  was  a  draft  on  the 
Wells  Fargo  bank  at  Leadville. 

This  was  for  the  amount  of  ten  thousand  dollars,  but  it 
had  not  been  endorsed  by  him. 

Our  hero  kept  this  in  a  little  pocketbook  that  he  car¬ 
ried  in  an  inner  pocket  of  his  silk  shirt,  and  when  the 
outlaws  searched  him  they  failed  to  find  it. 

They  took  the  money  he  had,  and  also  that  of  the  lieu¬ 
tenant,  and  seemed,  to  be  pleased  over  it. 

“Now,”  said  Captain  Cack,  “fetch  the  great  and  nervy 
young  man  who  has  been  brought  to  the  Grand  Canyon 
to  hunt  us  out  over  this  way.  We  will  hang  him  over 
the  boiling  sulphur  well  with  a  tarred  rope,  and  then  set 
fire  to  the  rope !” 

/ 

The  face  of  Young  Wild  West  turned  a  shade  paler. 

But  he  did  not  flinch  under  the  gaze  of  the  outlaw 
chief. 

“Do  you  think  you  will  beg  and  plead  for  your  life 
when  the  rope  begins  to  burn?”  went  on  the  captain,  his 
eyes  gleaming  with  evil  delight  through  the  holes  in  the 
mask. 

“If  I  have  got  to  die  I  can  do  it  like  a  brave  man3” 
answered  Wild.  “But  I  don’t  think  I  will  die  just  yet.” 

“You  don’t,  eh?  Let  me  show  you  how  mistaken  you 
are.  You  were  brought  here  to  encompass  our  destruc¬ 
tion,  if  you  are  Young  Wild  West,  and  that  means  that 
you  have  got  to  die!  "  You  shall  be  smothered  to  death 
in  boiling  sulphur!” 

Two  of  the  outlaws  seized  Wild  and  dragged  him  to  the 
further  end  of  the  cave. 


CHAPTER  III. 


If  ever  Young  Wild  West  had  played  a  game  of  cool¬ 
ness  in  his  life  he  was  doing  it  now. 

Captain  Cack,  as  he  called  himself,  could  not  quite  un¬ 
der- land  him. 

It  ,-eerner]  as  though  he  was  studying  what  to  say  to 

fcim, 

'  '  '  1  i  '  '  <  1  : 


THE  SALTER  FAMILY  AND  THE  HOUSEBOAT. 

Floating  slowly  down  the  red-tinted  waters  of  the  Colo¬ 
rado  river  on  the  same  day  that  our  story  opens  was  a 
rather  peculiar  looking  flatboat  and  houseboat  combined. 
The  man  who  had  built  it  evidently  had  ideas  of  his 
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own,  for  to  a  great  many  the  thing  would  have  resembled 
50i ne  sort  of  a  floating  fortress. 

It  was  about  fifty  feet  in  length  and  twenty-five  wide, 
and  taking  up  nearly  the  whole  deck  was  a  low  loghouse. 

There  were  no  windows  in  this,  but  here  and  there  a 
window  could  be  seen,  while  a  chimney  of  mud  and  sticks 
protruded  above  the  roof  at  the  rear  end. 

The  boat  simply  floated  along  with  the  current,  and 
had  a  long  paddle,  or  oar,  projecting  over  the  stern,  which 
no  doubt  kept  the  craft  in  the  middle  of  the  stream. 

The  handle  of  the  oar,  which  rested  in  a  socket  di¬ 
rectly  in  the  center  of  the  stern  piece,  ran  right  into 
the  loghouse  through  a  slit  that  extended  nearly  the  en¬ 
tire  width  of  it. 

Inside  this  house  boat,  as  we  shall  call  it,  on  this  par¬ 
ticular  afternoon  we  find  four  men,  a  woman  and  two 
girls. 

They  are  all  of  one  family,  being  grandfather,  father 
and  son,  and  mother  and  daughters. 

Grandpop  Salter  was  a  peculiar  personage,  and  it  was 
he  who  had  built  the  house  boat. 

He  had  lived  with  his  son’s  family  in  a  mining  town 
in  the  southern  part  of  Utah  for  a  number  of  years. 

But  one  day  he  got  it  in  his  head  that  he  wanted  to 
go  to  Yuma  City,  where  he  had  another  son,  who  had 
struck  it  rich  and  urged  not  only  him  to  come,  but  liis 
brother  William  and  his  family  as  well. 

The  old  man  was  nearly  eighty,  but  as  straight  and  ac¬ 
tive  as  some  men  of  forty. 

One  fine  day,  when  things  had  been  going  rather  bad 
for  a  long  time,  he  gained  the  consent  of  his  son  and 
the  rest  of  his  family  to  go  to  Yuma  with  him. 

As  they  had  little  money  between  them  the  old  man 
proposed  that  they  build  a  flat-bottomed  boat  and  go 
there  by  the  river  that  wound  its  way  clear  to  the  Cali¬ 
fornia  gulf. 

They  talked  over  this  scheme  for  some  time,  and  finally 
decided  that  it  was  a  good  one. 

They  would  certainly  be  a  long  while  in  reaching  Yuma, 
but  they,  could  hunt  and  fish  as  they  went  along,  and 
after  stocking  up  with  a  supply  of  flour  and  meal,  it 
would  not  cost  them  one  cent  to  live  on  the  way. 

They  took  two  horses  and  a  wagon  with  them,  so  in  case 
anything  happened  to  the  boat  they  would  not  be  left 
in  the  wilderness  without  means  of  conveyance. 

They  also  took  a  cow  along  for  the  milk  she  gave, 
and  this  made  the  living  more  pleasant. 

Part  of  the  loghouse  that  was  built  on  the  deck  was 
reserved  as  a  stable  for  the  animals,  and  the  other  was 
divided  into  living  and  sleeping  apartments. 

It  was  very  plainly  but  comfortably  furnished,  and 
outside  of  the  monotony  of  the  tedious  journey  they  had 
nothing  to  complain  of. 

I  he  young  man  of  the  trio  was  named  William,  after 
his  father,  but  they  all  called  him  Bill,  for  short. 

His  sisters  were  called  Agnes  and  Pearl  •  respectively, 
and  were  aged  about  fifteen  and  sevontixm 


They  were  very  pretty  girls,  too,  and  as  they  had  been 
brought  up  in  the  West  they  were  quite  used  to  it,  and 
longed  to  see  some  great  city. 

They  had  read  the  letters  from  their  uncle  and. aunt, 
and  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  Yuma  must  be  a 
pretty  big  place — anyhow,  much  bigger  and  greater  than 
the  little  mining  town  that  they  had  left. 

It  was  getting  toward  sunset,  so  Grandpop  Salter,  who 
styled  himself  the  captain  of  the  boat,  gave  it  out  that 
they  would  make  a  landing  and  take  the  horses  and  cow 
ashore  to  give  them  a  chance  at  the  green  grass,  while 
supper  was  cooked  and  eaten. 

After  he  had  peered  carefully  through  the  loopholes  on 
either  side — a  proceeding  he  never  neglected  to  do — Wil¬ 
liam  told  his  son  to  slide  back  the  door. 

The  young  man  promptly  did  so,  and  then  they  went 
out  on  deck  with  the  ropes  they  were  to  make  the  boat 
fast  to  the  bank  with. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  old  man,  who  sat  on  a  high  stool, 
looking  through  a  loophole  in  the  bow  of  the  boat  and 
handling  the  tiller,  sighted  a  good  piece  of  land,  and  the 
next  moment  the  boat  was  nearing  the  shore. 

He  must  have  been  a  pretty  good  judge,  for  he  brought 
it  to  the  bank  with  scarcely  a  jar,  and  then  it  was  that 
the  father  and  son  sprang  ashore  and  made  fast  to  the 
trees  that  grew  on  the  bank. 

They  had  now  covered  nearly  one  half  the  distance  to 
Yuma,  counting  the  miles  that  were  wasted  in  the  many 
turns  of  the  river. 

And  thus  Yar  they  had  seen  but  few  people,  and  had 
been  molested  by  none. 

“This  are  what  I  call  a  pretty  wild  place,  dad,”  remarked 
Bill,  as  he  looked  at  the  towering  mountains  on  either 
side  of  the  river  and  then  at  the  snow-capped  peaks  and 
yawning  gulfs  that  could  be  seen  so  plentifully. 

“Yes,  my  boy,”  answered  the  father.  “I  reckon  this 
are  what  they  call  ther  Grand  Canyon.  I  never  was  here, 
but  I  reckon  your  grandpop  has  been.  We’ll  ask  hinUnr 
a  minute.” 

Pretty  soon  the  old  man  came  out  on  deck,  followed  by 
Mrs.  Salter  and  her  two  daughters. 

“What  do  yer  call  this  place,  pop?”  asked  William. 

“This  are  what  they  call  ther  Grand  Canyon.  It  looks 
about  the  same  as  it  did  when  I  was  down  here  nigh  on 
to  twenty  year  ago.  Then  it  were  mighty  dangerous  to 
travel,  as  ther  Apaches  were  as  thick  as  fleas  around  here, 
an’  some  times  a  lot  of  'em  git  on  ther  warpath  for  awhile 
an’  make  things  lively.  Ther  Apaches  are  a  lot  wuss  nor 
ther  Sioux  when  they  git  ther  Old  Boy  in  ’em.” 

“1  hope  we  don’t  come  in  contact  with  any  of  them." 
spoke  up  Pearl,  the  youngest  of  the  two  girls. 

“1  f  we  do  we  will  have  to  fight  them,  that's  all,"  said  her 
l  lk-ter  A^ne. »  “Ye  can  both  shoot,  you  know,  and  so  can 
mother.  1  hat  makes  six  of  us.  and  as  we  have  each  a 
good  rifle,  we  can  give  a  good  account  of  ourselves  should 
any  Indians  attack  us." 
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“But  I  guess  there  is  no  cause  for  alarm.  Anyhow,  we 
are  always  ready  for  it  if  anything  does  happen.” 

The  men  in  the  party  now  hauled  the  gang  plank 
ashore,  and  then  the  horses  and  cow  were  led  out. 

They  were  tied  where  the  rich  grass  grew  in  abundance, 
after  which  they  got  axes  and  proceeded  to  cut  some  fire¬ 
wood  from  a  dead  tree  that  had  fallen  near  the  water’s 
edge. 

While  they  were  engaged  in  this  work  the  cracking  of 
rifles  suddenly  came  to  their  ears. 

Instantly  the  three  ceased  cutting  and  listened,  while 
they  looked  at  each  other  inquiringly. 

“What’s  up,  dad?”  asked  Bill. 

“I  dunno.  What  is  it,  pop?”  and  the  father  turned 
to  his  father. 

“ Somethin’s  wrong,”  was  the  reply.  “I  reckon  we’d 
better  git  ther  bosses  an’  cow  aboard  in  a  hurry.  Then 
we  might  find  out.” 

The  firing  continued  right  on,  and  becoming  alarmed, 
they  hastened  to  get  the  live  stock  aboard  the  boat. 

Then  they  carried  the  wood  they  had  cut  to  the  boat 
and  waited  for  the  old  man  to  give  further  orders. 

“Well,”  said  he,  after  a  pause,  “now,  Bill,  you’re  the 
youngest;  you  go  over  there  an’  climb  that  tree  an’  see 
if  yer  kin  get  sight  of  what’s  goin’  on  over  there.” 

“All  right,”  exclaimed  the  young  man.  “I’ll  get  up 
that  tree  in  no  time.  Just  watch  me.” 

He  sprang  ashore,  and  being  an  athletic  fellow,  was 
soon  going  up  the  tree,  which  was  a  big  pine. 

Once  he  reached  a  lower  limb  it  was  easy  enough. 

Before  he  reached  the  top,  however,  he  began  coming 
down  faster  than  he  went  up. 

“Somethin’s  wrong,  pop,”  observed  William.  “Bill 
wouldn’t  come  down  like  that  if  there  wasn’t.” 

“Wait  till  he  gits  here,”  was  the  retort. 

Bill  dropped  to  the  ground  and  hastened  aboard  the 
house  boat  with  all  possible  speed. 

“There’s  a  hot  .fight  goin’  on  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
’’’hack  of  us,”  he  said,  excitedly.  “Some  of  ’em  are  sol¬ 
diers  on  horseback,  an’  they’re  gettin’  ther  worst  of  it 
an’  coming  right  this  way.” 

“Who’s  a-fightin’  ’em?”  demanded  grandpop,  almost 
fiercely.  “Is  it  Injuns?” 

“No,”  was  the  reply.  “It’s  whites.” 

“Then  ther  Old  Boy  must  be  to  pay  in  ther  Grand 
Canyon.  Boys,  if  ther  soldiers  are  gittin’  ther  worst  of 
ther  fight,  an’  come  here,  we’ve  got  ter  help  ’em.” 

“That’s  right!”  cried  the  son  and  grandson  in  one 
voice. 

“We  must  stick  up  fer  Uncle  Sam  every  time.” 

“You  bet !” 

“Sartin  we  will !” 

All  three  had  their  rifles  ready  in  a  jiffy,  and  remained 
-landing  on  the  deck  of  the  house  boat,  waiting  for  the 

soldier.-  Bill  had  seen  to  appear. 

The  clatter  of  approaching  hoofs  now  came  to  their 

ear'. 


Hearing  the  sounds,  the  two  girls  came  out  with  their 
rifles,  while  their  mother  stood  in  the  doorway  of  the  cabin. 

The  next  minute  five  horsemen  came  into  view. 

Two  of  them  were  cavalrymen,  "and  the  others  wore 
hunting  suits. 

They  were  no  others  than  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim 
Dart  and  Davy  Driggs,  with  all  that  was  left  of  the  eight 
cavalrymen. 

The  outlaws  had  centered  their  fire  on  the  uniformed 
men,  it  seemed,  and  in  the  short  fight*  had  succeeded  in 
killing  them  all  but  two. 

Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  had  been  forced  to  flee  or  be 
captured. 

They  knew  that  Wild  and  the  lieutenant  were  in  the 
hands  of  the  villains,  but  they  thought  they  would  be 
better  off  if  they  got  away. 

Then  they  might  be  able  to  do  something  to  rescue  the 
prisoners. 

When  they  started  to  flee  the  outlaws  did  not  follow 
them  far. 

That  was  lucky  for  the  occupants  of  the  house  boat. 

Our  friends  looked  at  the  queer  craft  that  was  tied  to 
the  bank  in  amazement. 

They  had  not  thought  of  meeting  any  one,  let  alone  six 
people  of  both  sexes  on  the  deck  of  a  house  boat. 

“Hello,  strangers!”  called  out  Cheyenne  Charlie,  and 
he  reined  in  his  horse. 

“Hello!”  answered  Grandpop  Salter.  “Are  you  in 
trouble?” 

“I  reckon  we  was  jest  now,  anyhow.  A  gang  of  about 
fifty  took  us  by  surprise  an’  cleaned  out  six  of  us,  an’ 
then  took  two  prisoners  from  us.  It  was  a  regular  nest 
of  outlaws  that  struck  us.” 

“Are  they  follerin’  you?” 

“No,  they  didn’t  foller  us — leastwise  not  very  far.” 

Charlie  and  Jim  soon  told  them  all  that  had  happened. 

The  Salters  were  much  surprised,  and  not  a  litttle  an¬ 
noyed. 

They  felt  sure  that  they  had  run  into  danger. 

1  “Ther  sooner  we  git  away  from  here  ther  better  it  will 
be  fur  us,  I  reckon,”  said  the  old  man.  “We’ll  git  ther 

boat  down  ther  river  about  a  mile  further  an’  find  a 

« 

kind  of  hidin’  place  fur  it.  Then  we’ll  lend  you  fellers 
a  hand  in  a  try  ter  get  ther  lieutenant  an’  ther  fellow 
you  call  Yhmng  Wild  West  away  from  ther  outlaw  gang. 
I  ain’t  ther  one  as  will  sneak  off  when  a  fellerman 
is  in  danger;  an’  my  son  ain’t,  either,  an’  neither  is 
my  grandson.  We  are  tme  blue,  ther  whole  kit  an’ 
boodle  of  us,  even  to  ther  woman  an’  ther  gals.” 

Our  friends  were  very  glad  to  hear  them  talk  this 
way. 

But  none  of  them  wanted  the  family  to  run  into  the 
least  bit  of  danger  on  their  account. 

“You  take  my  advice  and  go  right  on  down  the  river, 
and  keep  on  going,”  said  Jim  Dart.  “While  we  are 
very  thankful  to  you  for  your  offer,  I  know  you  could 
not  help  us  a  great  deal.  We  can’t  gel  our  friends  away 


from  the  outlaws  by  fighting  them.  That  is  a  certainty. 
It  must  be  done  by  strategy,  if  at  all.  We  are  going  to 
do  the  best  we  can,  and  1  guess  we  will  come  pretty  near 
succeeding.  Young  Wild  West  has  been  in  just  as  tight 
places  before,  and  what  he  can't  do  toward  defeating  such 
a  gang  as  this  one  no  one  can.  Just  set  your  boat  in  mo¬ 
tion  and  get  on  down  the  river  before  some  of  the  out¬ 
laws  come  along  and  see  it.” 

The  old  man  said  no  more,  and  two  minutes  later  the 
boat  was  untied  and  being  pushed  out  in  the  stream. 

As  soon  as  they  saw  it  headed  down  the  river  Charlie, 
Jim  and  Davy  Driggs  and  the  two  cavalrymen  rode 
along  the  bank  in  the  same  direction. 

All  five-  of  them  were  worried  over  the  capture  of  Wild 
and  .the  lieutenant,  but  they  were  so  surprised  at  meeting 
the  Salter  family  and  the  house  boat  that  their  brains 
were  in  a  decidedly  muddled  state  just  then. 


CHAPTER  IY. 

A  SHORT  RESPITE. 

Young  Wild  West  began  to  think  that  perhaps  his  time 
had  really  come  when  he  was  dragged  back  to  the  further 
end  of  the  cave. 

But  Ills  coolness  still  clung  to  him. 

“Do  your  worst,  you  fiends!”  he  cried.  “Don’t  for  an 
instant  think  that  I  am  afraid  to  die.” 

“We  will  see  about  that,”  retorted  the  masked  captain 
of  the  outlaws.  “If  you  don’t  show  that  you  are  afraid 
to  die  you  will  be  one  out  of  ten  thousand.  Get  a 
rope  through  that  ring  up  there,  some  of  you.” 

One  of  the  villains  quickly  moved  a  barrel  over,  and 
then,  rope  in  hand,  he  got  upon  it. 

He  quickly  ran  the  end  of  the  rope  through  a  ring  that 
was  attached  to  a  beam  above  that  had  evidently  been 
placed  there  for  a  prop. 

This  done,  he  made  a  noose*and  stood  waiting  for  further 
orders.  % 

“Take  that  noose  out  of  the  rope!”  commanded  Captain 
Cack.  “Then  put  it  around  the  boy’s  body  just  beneath 
his  arms.  You  can’t  get  a  noose  there  without*  untying 
his  hands,  and  there  is  no  need  of  doing  that.” 

“I  thought  you  wuz  goin’  ter  put  ther  noose  around 
his  neck,  cap,”  said  the  man,  apologetically. 

“Yo.  I  am  going  to  do  just  what  I  told  him  I  would 
do — smother  him  to  death  in  boiling  sulphur.” 

Lieutenant  Snyder,  who  had  been  led  there,  looked  at 
the  preparations  that  were  being  made  with  a  horrified 
expression  upon  his  face. 

He  was  gradually  losing  his  nerve,  and  when  he  saw 
the  rope  placed  about  our  hero’s  body  and  drawn  tight 
he  could  stand  it  no  lpnger. 

“Don’t!”  he  cried.  “Don’t  send  Young  Wild  West  to 
his  death.  He  is  not  deserving  of  it.” 


“That  is  just  where  you  and  I  differ,”  answered  tin1 
captain,  with  a  sneer.  “He  came  here  to  help  drive  us 
out  of  the  Grand  Canyon,  and  now  we’ve  got  him  we'll 
send  him  to  eternity !” 

“If  you  harm  a  hair  of  his  head  you  will  suffer  for  it 
tenfold !” 

“I  will  take  the  chances  on  that.” 

“The  government  will  send  a  force  large  enough  to 
wipe  you  and  your  band  out  in  no  time.” 

“They  will,  eh?  Well,  they  haven’t  been  able  to  wipe 
any  of  us  out  yet.  To-day  is  the  first  we  have  lost  any 
men,  and  I  guess  this  boy  here  is  entitled  to  the  credit, 
if  you  can  call  it  credit.” 

“You  had  better  let  us  go.” 

“Enough  of  this!  Open  the  sulphur  well,  boys!” 

Two  of  the  outlaws  stepped  up,  and  with  a  sharp  pointed 
iron  pried  open  a  slab  of  stone  within  three  feet  of  where 
Young  Wild  -  West  was  standing. 
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A  strange  bubbling  sound  came  to  the  ears  of  Wild. 

Then  the  odor  of  sulphur  came  to  his  nostrils. 

“Can  you  smell  it?”  asked  the  outlaw  captain,  with 
a  laugh.  “Well,  let  me  tell  you  that  it  is  boiling.  It 
is  so  hot  that  it  will  scald  you  to  death  inside  of  five 
minutes,  and  all  the  while  you  are  being  scalded  you  will 
be  strangled  by  the  fumes  of  sulphur.  Young  Wild  West, 
that  is  the  way  I  fix  those  who  come  to  hunt  me  down ! 
I  am  going  to  be  a  little  slow  about  killing  you,  and  when 
you  are  gone  I  will  make  short  work  of  the  lieutenant  here. 
I  have  changed  my  mind  abput  letting  him  live,  and 
will  throw  him  in  the  sulphur  spring,  instead  of  lowering 
him  in  gradually,  as  I  am  going  to  do  with  you.” 

The  lieutenant  was  a  pretty  nervy  .man,  but  this  was 

too  much  for  .him. 

,  » 

“Surely  you  don’t  mean  what  you  say!”  he  exclaimed. 

“Don't  I?  Wait  and  see.  I  am  Captain  Cack,  and  I 
always  keep  my  word.  You  are  simply  my  mortal  enemies, 
and  you  would  have*  me  hanged  or  placed  in  prison  if 
you  could.  Why  shouldn’t  I  put  you  out  of  the  way  ?” 

Lieutenant  Snyder  made  no  answer. 

At  this  juncture  one  of  the  members  of  the  band,  who 
had  remained  outside  spying  upon  the  movements  of  those 
who  had  escaped,  came  hurriedly  in. 

“Captain,”  said  he,  “two  of  tfier  soldiers  an'  three  fel¬ 
lers  with  huntin’  rigs  on  got  erway.  They  rode  up  ther 
bank  of  ther  river,  an’  I  followed  along  to  see  what  they 
would  do.  .  They  met  some  people  up  there  on  a  flatboat 
that’s  got  a  log  cabin  built  on  it.  They  was  three  men, 
a  woman  and  two  very  putty  gals.” 

“What?”  cried  the  outlaw  chief,  looking  at  the  man 
in  amazement. 

“That’s  right,  captain.  Every  word  that  I  said  is  thar 
truth.” 

The  leader  of  the  hand  thought  a  moment,  and  then 
turning  to  the  men  who  had  taken  the  stone  cover  olT  the 
well  that  contained  the  boiling  sulphur,  said: 

“Cover  that  over.  T  must  see  for  myself.  A  flatboat 
with  a  log  cabin  built  on  it,  eh?  And  a  woman  and  two 
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good  looking  gals!  Well,  if  that  is  true  I  must  pay  them 
a  visit.  Young  Wild  West  and  the  chicken-hearted  lieu¬ 
tenant  can  wait  awhile.  It  will  give  them  a  chance  to 
think  over  what  is  in  store  for  them  and  let  them  make 
their  piece  with  their  Maker,  if  they  are  inclined  to  be 
religious.  Two  good  looking  girls,  eh?  Well,  I  haven’t 
seen  anything  of  the  kind  so  long  that  it  will  do  my  eyes 
good.  How  old  are  they,  about?” 

“Sixteen  or  seventeen,  I  should  say,  captain,”  replied 
his  informant. 

“Ah !  That  is  all  right.  I  am  a  young  man  myself,  and1 
I  daresay  some  people  would  call  me  handsome  with  my 
mask  off.  I  must  pay  these  people  on  the  house  boat  a 
visit.” 

“They  are  tied  to  ther  bank  about  half  a  mile  above 
here.” 

“Well,  I  will  start  out.  at  once.  Get  my  horse  out,  some 
one.” 

Wild  and  the  lieutenant  felt  much  relieved. 

A  respite  had  been  granted  them,  anyway. 

Neither  of  them  said  a  word  as  the  hole  was  covered, 
and  when  the  rope  was  taken  off  our  hero,  and  he  was 
led  over  to  a  corner  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  had 
a  good  chance  to  live  yet. 

He  was  not  a  little  surprised  to  hear  that  there  was  a 
house  boat  on  the  river,  and  he  was  very  much  gratified 
to  hear  that  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  and  the 
cowboy  had  escaped  with  their  lives. 

While  he  deplored  the  fact  that  all  the  soldiers  had 
gone  under  but  two,  but  naturally  rejoiced  over  the  news 
that  his  two  partners  were  safe. 

He  watched  the  outlaw  captain  as  he  walked  back  to 
the  place  where  the  horses  were,  and  a  minute  later  he 
heard  the  sounds-  made  by  hoofs  as  a  horse  walked  over  the 
stone  floor  in  the  adjoining  c-ave. 

“  There  must  be  another  way  to  get  out,”  he  thought. 
“I  am  positive  that  we  were  not  brought  in  past  any  horses. 
_•  W>11 ,  if  I  get  a  chance  I  am  going  to  go  out  the  way 
the  captain  is  going  now.” 

He  was  just  as  cool  as  though  he  was  merely  in  the 
cave  on  an  expedition-  of  sightseeing. 

But  with  the  lieutenant  it  was  different. 

He  had  little  or  no.  hope  of  ever  getting  out  of  the 
den  alive. 

“Brace  up,”  said  Wild  to  him.  “Never  say  die  until 
you  know  the  last  breath  is  leaving  you.” 

“I  wish  I  could  look  at  it  in  the  same  light  as  you 
do,  Wild,”  was  the  reply. 

“You  have  been  in  as  tight  places  as  this  before,  haven’t 
i  you  ?” 

“No;  I  can’t  say  that  I  have.  I  never  thought  that  there 
were  such  fiendish  men  as  these  seem  to  be.  At  first  T 
thought  the  outlaw  chief  did  not  mean  what  he  said.  But 
1  became  satisfied  that  he  did  when  he  placed  that  rope 
about  you  and  had  the  stone  cover  removed  from  that  boil¬ 
ing  spring  of  sulphur  water.  Oh!  What  a  horrible  death 
t  would  be!” 
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“It  certainly  would;  but  I  don’t  intend  that  it  shall  be 
our  lot.” 

“What  do  you  intend  to  do?”  and  just  a  faint  ray  of 
hope  shot  from  the  lieutenant’s  eyes. 

“I  haven’t  made  up  my  mind  yet.” 

There  were  no  men  right  near  them,  and  they  could 
easily  carry  on  this  conversation  in  low  tones  without 
being  heard. 

It  did  the  lieutenant  good  to  talk,  for  the  whiteness 
gradually  left  his  face. 

“If  we  could  get  our  hands  free  we  would  have  no 
chance  to  get  out  of  here,”  he  said.  “There  are  too  many 
of  them  in  the  cave,  and  besides  we  would  not  know  which 
way  to  run.” 

“I  will  take  the  chances  of  getting  out  if  I  once  get 
my  hands  free,”  replied  our  hero.  “You  can’t  slip  your 
bonds,  can  you  ?” 

“No  ;  my  wrists  are  tied  so  tightly  that  the  rope  is  cut¬ 
ting  into  the  flesh.” 

“Well,  I  am  in  the  same  fix.” 

“I  can’t  see  what  you  base  your  hopes  on,”  and  again 
the  lieutenant  became  dejected; 

“1  don’t  exactly  know  myself,  but  that  is  my  way.” 

The  minutes  flitted  by  and  soon  half  an  hour  had 
passed. 

The  members  of  the  outlaw  band  were  gathered  around 
in  all  sorts  of  positions. 

Some  played  cards  and  smoked  at  the  tables,  and  others 
lolled  about  lazily  as  though  they  did  not  have  a  care 
in  the  world. 

But  the  captives  could  see  that  there  were  at  least  half 
a  dozen  of  them  who  were  keeping  a  close  watch  on 
them. 

Young  Wild  West  puzzled  his  brain  to  the  utmost,  but 
he  could  see  no  possible  way  of  their  getting  out  of  the 
scrape  without  the  assistance  of  some  one. 

He  placed  a  great  deal  of  confidence  in  his  partners; 
but  he  knew  they  would  have  a  hard  thing  to  do  if  they 
got  where  he  was  to  render  him  assistance. 

The  situation  was  about  the  same  for  the  next  few 
minutes. 

It  was  just  about  this  time  that  Captain  Caek  came 
back. 

He  had  his  mask  on  when  he  entered  the  cave,  and  seemed 
to  be  very  well  pleased  .with  something. 

“I  want  ten  men  to  go  with  me,”  he  said,  looking  around. 
“I  am  going  up  the  river  to  get  the  two  young  ladies  who 
are  on  the  house  boat.” 

The  outlaws  nodded  in  a  matter-of-fact  way. 

“While  you  are  getting  ready,  boys,  I  guess  we  will  fin¬ 
ish  Young  Wild  West  and  the  lieutenant,”  resumed  the 
masked  villain.  “Get  things  ready,  and  be  quick  about 
it!” 

The  next  minute  Wild  and  his  companion  were  seized 
and  taken  over  to  the  hot  sulphur  spring. 

It  looked  as  though  their  last  chance  had  gone. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

CHEYENNE  CHARLIE  FINDS  OUT  SOMETHING. 

Cheyenne  Charlie,  Jim  Dart  and  Davy  Driggs  and  the 
two  cavalrymen  had  not  ridden  far  up  the  river  before 
one  of  the  latter  was  struck  with  an  idea. 

“ Don't  you  think  it  would  be  a  good  plan  for  us  two 
to  ride  on  and  try  and  find  the  cavalry  that  is  located 
somewhere  around  here?”  he  asked. 

“Jest  ther  thing!”  exclaimed  Charlie.  “You  kin  go 
right  ahead  an’  fetch  enough  of  the  boys  back  with  you 
to  wipe  out  these  outlaws.  Me  an’  Jim  an’  Davy  will 
try  to  locate  where  Wild  an’  ther  lieutenant  are  while 
you're  goin',  an’  if  you  can’t  find  us  when  you  come  back 
you  can  make  up  your  mind  that  ther  measly  coyotes  have 
got  us,  too.” 

“All  right.” 

“Had  the  two  of  us  better  go?”  asked  the  other  soldier. 

“Yes,  you’d  better  both  go.” 

“Well,  we  will  go  right  away,  then.  I  think  we  won’t 
have  to  go  many  miles  before  we  strike  the  boys.” 

“Good  enough!”  cried  Davy  Driggs.  “I  hope  they 
ain’t  killed  Young  Wild  West  and  the  lieutenant,  ther 
black-hearted  varmints !” 

After  a  few  words  more  the  two  cavalrymen  rode  off 
in  their  quest  for  help. 

The  house  boat  was  drifting  on  down  the  river,  and 
when  they  saw  it  would  soon  be  out  of  sight  our  friends 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  they  had  better  try  and  lo¬ 
cate  the  place  where  the  outlaws  were  keeping  Wild  and 
the  lieutenant  prisoners. 

“It  mought  be  thet  they’ve  killed  ’em,”  said  the  cowboy, 
shaking  his  head  uneasily. 

“No!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “If  they’d  been 
goin'  ter  kill  ’em  they’d  have  done  it  right  out  an’  out. 
They  wouldn’t  have  taken  ’em  prisoners.” 

“That’s  about  the  size  of  it,”  nodded  Jim  Dart.  “Now, 
if  we  can  find  a  good  place  to  hide  our  horses  I  think 
we  can  find  out  something  by  going  up  among  the  rocks 
there,”  and  he  pointed  at  the  cliffs  and  .irregular  shaped 
rocks  and  boulders  above  them. 

“I  reckon  we  kin  soon  find  a  place  to  leave  ther  horses,” 
and  the  scout  nodded  in  the  direction  of  a  little  glen 
where  the  undergrowth  and  bushes  were  so  thick  that  it 
seemed  almost  impenetrable. 

“If  we  can  get.  through  there  it  will  be  a  good  place 
in  that  glen.” 

“Well,  I  guess  we  kin  get  through.  Come  on!” 

They  took  a  good  look  around  to  make  sure  that  no  one 
wap  watching  their  movements,  and  then  they  moved  for 
the  jungle-like  plate. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  knew  just  how  to  get  through  a 
tangled  maze. 

Tie  dismounted  when  they  reached  it,  and  then,  lead¬ 
ing  his  horse,  he  began  picking  his  way  through  without 
to  much  as  breaking  a  limb. 


The  others  followed  him,  and  soon  they  were  in  the 
glen,  where  a  stream  of  water  trickled  from  the  rocks 
above,  and  plenty  of  grass  for  the  horses  showed  in  an 
open  space. 

They  had  Wild’s  sorrel  stallion  and  one  of  the  horses 
of  the  slain  cavalrymen  with  them,  and  all  the  animal- 
were  soon  nibbling  at  the  grass  contentedly. 

“I  reckon  this  will  do,”  said  Charlie,  nodding  in  a 
satisfied  mainner.  “Now,  Jim,  we’ll  get  up  there  where 
you  spoke  about.” 

“I  guess  we  can  climb  right  up  from  here,”  was  the 
reply.  “Here  is  a  sort  of  natural  path,  it  seems.” 

Sure  enough,  there  was  a  way  to  climb  upward  from 
the  glen,  and  without  any  further  parley  they  started 
to  do  it. 


It  was  rather  tedious  when  they  got  up  a’  ways,  but  they 
soon  reached  a  ledge  that  ran  along  in  the  direction  of  the 
place  where  the  outlaws  had  first  fired  upon  them. 

That  was  the  point  they  wanted  to  get  to,  for  they  all 
had  an  idea  that  it  was  in  the  close  vicinity  of  that  place 
that  they  would  find  the  hidden  retreat  of  the  outlaws. 

They  knew  the  spot  where  they  had  been  attacked  ex¬ 
actly,  and  in  about  five  minutes  they  were  upon  a  ledge - 
that  was  almost  directly  over  it.  , 

There  were  the  bodies  of  the  soldiers,  just  as  they  had 
fallen. 

They  had  scarcely  looked  around  below  them  when  they 
saw  a  horseman  suddenly  show  up  around  a  bend  in  the 
cliff  below. 

He  was  riding  along  in  a  careless  manner,  but  when  he 
came  to  the  dead  cavalrymen  he  halted  and  looked  around 
apprehensively-. 

Then  he  dismounted  and  approached  the  grewsome  ob¬ 
jects  as  though  he  was  fearful  that  they  might  return 
to  life  and  pounce  upon  him. 

“That  feller  is  scared,”  observed  Davy  Driggs.  “He 
might  be  a  blamed  sight  more  scared  if  them  outlaws  was 
to  jump  out  at  him  Tight  now.  It’s  a  winder  they  doiftA 

“Hqs  a  stranger,  I  reckon,”  answered  Charlie.  “Well, 
there  he  goes.  He’s  off  to  find  somebody  to  tell  what  he's 
seen,  T  reckon.” 

“That  is  about  the  size  of  it,”  said  Jim  Dart.  “Well, 

I  am  glad  the  outlaws  let  him  alone.  Because  if  they 
had  attacked  him  I  should  have  felt  it  my  duty  to  help 
him.” 


As  the  horseman  disappeared  in  the  distance  our  thrbe 
friends  left  the  ledge  and  worked  their  way  down  a  rough 
descent  for  about  forty  feet. 

Then  they  reached  a  comparatively  level  spot,  which 
was  about  thirty  feet  above  the  level  of  the  trail  that 
ran  along  the  bank  of  the  river. 

Slanting,  vine-covered  bluffs  were  on  either  side  of 
them. 

It  was  rather  a  wild  and  weird  looking  spot  here. 

Tiie  rifts  and  jagged  points  of  rook  were  many,  and 
it  required  good  judgment  to  walk  around  without  falling 
into  some  pitfall. 


Cheyenne  Charlie  led  the  way  along,  and  Jim  Dart  fol¬ 
lowed  with  the  greatest  of  ease. 

But  with  Davy  Driggs  it  was  different. 

He  was  rather  clumsy. 

When  Jim  saw  that  he  was  liable  to  slip  and  disappear 
from  sight  at  any  moment  lie  turned  to  Charlie,  and 
said : 

“I  guess  you  had  better  go  ahead,  and  Davy  and  I  will 
try  to  work  rur  way  around  from  the  side.  Davy  will 
tumble  into  one  of  these  cracks  the  first  thing  we  know, 
if  he  keeps  on  trying  to  cross  this  place.” 

“All  right;  you  go  around,  then,”  answered  the  scout. 
“I’ve  got  an  idea  that  I  smell  smoke,  an7  I  want  to  see 
where  it  comes  from.” 

“By  jove,  I  believe  I  &mell  it,  too !”  exclaimed  Jim  Dart, 
in  a  whisper. 

“Well,  you  go  on  back.  I’ve  got  it  located,  I  reckon.” 

’Charlie  kept  on,  and  Jim  and  the  cowboy  began  pick¬ 
ing  their  way  back. 

The  scout  reached  a  rise  that  looked  like  a  furrow  an 
immense  plow  had  turned  over,  and  when  he  got  over  it 
he  not  only  smelled  smoke,  but  saw  it. 

Right  ahead  of  him  was  a  rift  in  what  seemed  to  be 
^--h^Solid  mass  of  rock. 

It  ran  in  the  shape  of  a  semi-circle,  and  from  this,  in 
one  particular  spot  a  thin  column  of  smoke  was  rising. 

“I  reckon  I’ve  found  something,”  muttered  the  scout. 
“How  I’ll  see  if  I  can  take  a  peep  aff  anythin’  that’s  worth 
seeing.” 

Dropping  upon  his  stomach  he  kept  close  to  the  rift  and 
leaned  over. 

Cheyenne  Charlie -was  in  luck. 

•From  his  position  he  could  see  a  lot  of  men  gathered 
in  a  cave  below. 

That  he  had  found  the  retreat  of  the  outlaws  he  did 
not  doubt  for  an  instant. 

“Whew!”  he  muttered,  under  his  breath.  “I  reckon 
I’ve /found  where  ther  measly  coyotes  are  located.  How, 
~l  "wonder  where  Young  Wild  West  and  the  lieutenant 
are  ?” 

By  bending  over  the  crevice  he  could  see  all  over  the 
^cave. 

Presently  his  eyes  lighted  upon  two  forms  reclining  in 
a  corner. 

It  did  not  take  him  more  than  a  second  to  tell  that  they 
were  the  ones  he  was  looking  for. 

Charlie  had  a  keen  eye  and  a  very  good  head. 

He  came  to  the  conclusion,  after  a  quick  survey  of  the 
place,  that  there  was  a  very  small  chance  to  liberate  the 
prisoners  and  get  them  out  of  the  cave. 

From  hi3  position  he  could  easily  have  shot  any  one 
who  interfered  with  them;  but  to  do  them  a  good  turn 
without  the  villains  knowing  it  would  be  an  impossibility. 

“I  reckon  I’d  better  go  an’  tell  Jim  an’  see  what  he 
thinks  about  it,”  he  mused.  “Yes!  That’s  what  HI 
do” 

No  sooner  decided  upon  than  he  started  to  carry  it  out. 


He  got  up  and  went  back  to  the  furrow-like  ridge  and 
looked  for  his  two  companions. 

They  had  just  made  their  appearance  around  a  jutting 
point  of  rock  a  hundred  yards  off. 

Charlie  at  once  threw  up  his  hand  and  motioned  for 
them  to  keep  quiet. 

Then  he  hastened  to  meet  them  as  fast  as  the  treacherous 
road  would  permit. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  asked  Jim,  as  he  neared  them. 

“I’ve  found  where  Wild  and  the  lieutenant  is,”  was 
the  reply. 

“You  have?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where  are  they?” 

“In  a  cave  that’s  right  underneath  that  spot  over  there,” 
and  the  scout  pointed  out  the  place. 

“You  must  have  seen  ’em,  by  the  way  you  talk,”  re¬ 
marked  Davy  Driggs,  looking  at  him  in  surprise, 

“I  did  see’  em.” 

“What!”  and  Dart  showed  as  much  surprise  as  the  cow¬ 
boy.  •  3 

“That’s  right.  Kin  you  git  over  there,  Davy?” 

“I  reckon  I  kin  by  goin’  aroun’  that  ledge  over  there.” 

“Well,  come  on,  then.  W'e  want  to  be  easy  about  it, 
as  we’ve  got  to  walk  right  over  the  heads  of  a  whole  lot 
of  men,  an’  if  they  should  hear  us  there  might  be  trouble 
for  us.” 

The  three  now  started  back  for  the  rift  where  Charlie 
had  peered  down  and  seen  the  interior  of  the  outlaws’ 
cave. 

Davy  Driggs  was  the  last  to  get  there. 

Jim  was  already  taking  a  look  with  Charlie. 

The  cowboy  leaned  over  and  got  a  good  view  of  the 
interior  of  the  cave. 

It  was  very  surprising  to  him. 

“How  do  they  git  in  an’  out  of  there?”  he  asked,  in  a 
whisper. 

\ 

“By  jove!”  exclaimed  Jim.  “That  gives  me  an  idea. 
We  will  try  and  answer  that  question,  Davy.” 

“We’ll  look  fer  ther  place  where  they  get  in  an’  out!” 
Charlie  chimed  in. 

“If  there’s  a  guard  there  we  might  be  able  to  put  him 
to  sleep,”  said  the  cowboy,  significantly. 

“I  reckon  so,”  nodded  the  scout. 

Jim  Dart  took  another  look  through  the  rift. 

Then  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  there  were  two  ways 
to  get  into  the  place. 

He  could  not  see  into  the  place  where  the  horses  were 
kept,  but  he  could  see  the  passage  that  led  to  it. 

This  struck  him  as  being  one  of  the  places  that  the  out¬ 
laws  used  to  get  in  and  out. 

As  this  was  much  nearer  to  the  prisoners  than  the  other 
opening,  he  concluded  to  search  for  this. 

So  he  began  making  his  way  cautiously  over  the  natural 
roof  of  the  cave  in  the  direction  he  had  located  the  mouth 
of  the  passage. 

The  rock  that  formed  the  roof  of  the  cave  was  probably 


ton  or  twelve  feet  in  thickness,  so  there  was  little  danger 
of  their  being  heard,  so  long  as  they  were  a  little  cau- 
tious. 

Jim  saw  a  huge  boulder  ahead. 

It  lay  in  the  narrow  end  of  a  hollow  and  blocked  the 
way.' 

But  the  boy  soon  saw  that  it  could  be  climbed  over, 

though. 

He  lost  no  time  in  doing  it,  and  Charlie  and  Davy  fol¬ 
lowed  his  example. 

Then  they  looked  down  a  descent  of  perhaps  fifteen  feet 
and  saw  a  winding  path  that  ran  along  a  ledge,  and  then 
down  a  slope  to  the  level  of  the  river  bank. 

“ There’s  ther  way  ter  get  in  ther  cave,”  whispered 
Cheyenne  Charlie.  “How,  you  fellers  stay  right  up  here. 
Dm  goin’  down  an’  see  if  I  kin  get  in.  If  I  get  in  trouble 
I’ll  either  yell  or  shoot  off  my  revolver.” 

“All  right,”  answered  Jim  Dart.  “Be  mighty  careful 
now,  or  we  will  be  worse  off  than  before.” 

“Jest  leave  it  to  me;  I’ve  done  such  things  before,  I 
reckon,”  and  the  scout  started  down  the  slope  without  any 
further  ado. 

He  reached  the  trail  below,  and  then,  keeping  close  to 
a  wall  of  rock,  ventured  around  a  turn. 

Just  as  he  got  around  it  he  came  in  sight  of  a  man  seated 
in  what  appeared  to  be  the  mouth  of  a  little  cave,  with  a 
rifle  across  his  lap. 
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It  did  not  take  Cheyenne  Charlie  more  than  a  second 
to  realize  that  the  opening  was  simply  the  way  to  get  into 
the  outlaw’s  cave,  and  the  man  was  the  guard. 

“I  must  nail  that  feller !”  he  muttered  under  his  breath. 
“He  has  got  to  be  silenced  in  order  for  me  to  have  a  show 
to  git  Wild  an’  ther  lieutenant.  It’s  got  to  be  did.” 

Bringing  all  his  experience  in  woodcraft  into  play,  Char¬ 
lie  began  to  creep  toward  the  guard. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

WILD  AND  THE  LIEUTENANT  ESCAPE. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  knew  that  he  had  a  dangerous  task 
before  him. 

If  he  failed  to  silence  the  outlaw  the  alarm  would  be 
given,  and  then  the  chances  were  that  both  he  and  his 
friends  would  either  be  shot  or  captured  before  they  could 
get  away. 

The  scout  did  not  want  to  kill  the  guard  if  he  could 
help  it. 

The  man  was  not  looking  his  way  at  all. 

On  the  contrary,  he  was  taking  things  very  easy — in 
fact,  he  was  dozing. 

Charlie  had  no  idea  how  close  he  might  be  to  others, 
but  he  had  to  take  his  chances. 

Hearer  and  nearer  he  got  to  the  guard,  and  presently 
lie  was  close  enough  to  spring  upon  him. 


He  got  upon  one  foot  and  balanced  his  weight  on  his 
knee,  and  then - 

His  sinewy  form  shot  forward  ! 

Cheyenne  Charlie  did  not  make  a  miss  of  it. 

He  had  calculated  well,  and  while  his  right  hand  caught 
the  throat  of  the  outlaw  in  a  vise-like  grip  his  other  seized 
him  by  the  wrist  to  prevent  the  drawing  of  a  pistol. 

“Make  ther  least  bit  of  noise  an’  you’ll  die!”  whispered 
the  scout  with  his  mouth  close  to  the  ear  of  the  villain. 

The  man  was  only  human,  as  far  as  the  thoughts  of 
preserving  his  life  went. 

He  ceased  moving  his  feet,  which  had  been  scuffling  on 
the  ground,  instantly. 

“Come  out  here,  an’  walk  mighty  careful'!”  went  on 
Charlie,  as  he  pulled  him  out  of  the  mouth  of  the  passage. 

The  noise  that  had  been  made  was  not  enough  to  cause 
any  of  those  inside  to  become  suspicious,  and  as  the  guard 
came  with  him  readily,  Charlie  was  elated. 

Slowly,  but  surely,  he  forced  the  man  back,  and  in 
less  than  a  minute  he  was  where  Jim  mnd  Davy  Driggs 
could  see  him. 

And  the  moment  they  saw  that  the  scout  had  made 
a  capture  they  came  down  the  slope  to  his  assistance. 

Then  in  a  very  short  time  they  had  bound  and  gagge-^ 
the  fellow. 

\ 

“There!”  exclaimed  the  scout.  “I  s’pose  that’s  a  great 
deal  better  than  killin’  ther  measly  coyote.  He  is  what 
I  call  a  very  sensible  man,  for  an  outlaw.  If  he'd  put 
up  ther  least  fight  when  1  jumped  on  him  I'd  have  used 
my  knife  on  him.  How,  we’ll  find  a  place  to  poke  him 
away  fer  awhile,  an’  we’ll  see  what  we  kin  do  for  ther 
prisoners.” 

“We’d  better  take  him  up  and  put  him  the  other  side 
of  the  boulder,”  said  Jim.  “He  is  bound  to  be  safe 
there !” 

“All  right!  Up  he  goes,  then!” 

The  three  could  easily  carry  the  man,  and  they  lost 
no  time  in  getting  him  up. 

He  was  rolled  over  the  boulder  and  allowed  to  'uArp- 
on  the  other  side  as  though  he  had  been  a  sack  of  po¬ 
tatoes. 

“I  guess  he’s  all  right  now  if  you  fellows  tied  him 
good,”  observed  the  scout. 

“ He’s  tied  all  right,”  Jim  answered.  “How.  what  is 
the  next  move,  Charlie?” 

(  harlie  looked  keenly  at  Davy  Driggs  for  a  moment. 

Then  he  nodded  approvingly,  and  said : 

“Davy  has  got  ter  take  ther  place  of  ther  guard  while 
we  try  an  sneak  in  ther  cave  in  some  wav.  Daw  is 
just  about  his  size,  anyway,  and  he  has  got  whiskers  like 
him.  It’s  kinder  dark  in  that  passage,  an'  ther  outlaws, 
it  any  of  em  happened  to  come  out,  wouldn't  bo  apt  ter 
notice  ther  difference.” 

“1  11  do  it!  '  exclaimed  the  cowboy. 

“All  right,  then!  Come  on!" 

Davy  Driggs  soon  put  on  the  black  slouch  hat.  and  then 
all  three  went  down  to  the  ledge  below. 


Cheyenne  Charlie  led  the  way  into  the  passage,  keep¬ 
ing  close  to  the  left  wall  in  the  shadows. 

It  was  quite  dark  in  the  passage,  and  once  in  it  the 
scout  motioned  for  the  cowboy  to  stay  right  there,  and 
then  started  to  creep  back  into  it,  followed  by  Jim. 

As  the  two  moved  stealthily  along  they  could  hear  the 
A  sound  of  voices  close  by. 

Then  the  munching  and  stamping  of  the  horses  came 
to  their  ears. 

The  latter  were  the  nearest  to  them. 

That  they  realized  instantly. 

They  had  dropped  upon  their  hands  and  knees  and  were 
moving  forward  cautiously. 

Charlie  felt  certain  that  they  were  approaching  the  place 
where  the  outlaws  kept  their  horses. 

He  was  pleased  at  this,  for  they  might  have  a  chance 
to  hide  among  the  animals  until  they  got  an  opportunity  to 
do  something. 

In  about  three  minutes  they  reached  a  turn  in  the  pas¬ 
sage  and  came  in  sight  of  at  least  seventy-five  horses  tied 
in  a  dimly-lighted  place  that  was  so  large  that  .it  might 
be  called  a  cavern,  instead  of  a  cave. 

The  horses  were  munching  away  at  hay  and  grain, 
'“  shoeing  that  the  villains  were  good  providers  for  them. 

Lying  fiat  upon  the  ground,  our  two  friends  took  a 
good  look  around. 

There  was  not  a  man  in  the  stable,  but  through  an 
opening  off  to  their  right  the  voices  of  many  could  be 
heard. 

The  only  light  in  the  stable  had  come  through  the  op¬ 
ening,  too,  showing  that  the  cave  adjoining  it  was  the  one 
the  scout  had  looked  into  from  above. 

Both  Jim  and  Charlie  were  elated  at  their  success  so 
far. 

The  scout  now  led  the  way  for  the  horses. 

He  knew  that  it  was  quite  likely  that  one  or  more 
of  the  outlaws  might  come  in  the  place  where  the  horses 
•  were  stabled  at  any  moment. 

could  hear  the  men  laughing  and  talking  inside 
in  the  usual  fashion  that  a  crowd  of  men  generally  has, 
and  that  made  him  understand  that  Wild  and  the  lieu¬ 
tenant  were  in  no  immediate  danger. 

They  had  scarcely  got  among  the  horses  when  they 
heard  a  man  walking  that  way. 

Fortunately  for  them  the  animals  did  not  show  alarm, 
so  they  crouched  out  of  sight. 

The  outlaw  came  into  the  stable  with  a  pail  in  his  hand, 
and  our  watching  friends  saw  that  he  had  come  for  water 
from  the  little  stream  that  trickled  through  the  corner 
of  the  cave. 

It  was  like  holding  a  pail  under  a  faucet  to  be  filled, 
and  when  the  villain  had  all  he  wanted  he  went  back. 

Charlie  and  Jim  felt  easier,  and  they  now  began  to 
look  for  some  way  to  get  a  view  of  the  place  where  the 

pri  -oners  were. 

Presently  Jim  noticed  a  crack  in  the  rock  through  which 

earne  a  streak  of  light. 


He  quickly  called  the  attention  of  his  companion  to  it. 

“ That’s  it!”  exclaimed  Charlie,  in  a  low  whisper.  “That 
will  give  us  a  chance  ter  take  a  look  at  ther  place,  Fll 
bet !” 

They  crept  over  it,  taking  the  risk  of  crawling  under 
the  bellies  of  the  horses  to  do  it. 

And  when  they  got  there  they  were  not  disappointed. 

Directly  in  front  of  the  crack  sat  Young  Wild  West 
and  Lieut.  Harry  Snyder. 

Charlie,  Jim  and  the  cowboy  had  now  consumed  the 
best  part  of  half  an  hour  since  they  had  seen  the  horse¬ 
man  pause  and  look  at  the  bodies  of  the  slain  soldiers  and 
then  go  on. 

Wild  and  the  lieutenant  were  talking  in  low  tones,  and 
as  the  two  in  the  stable  could  catch  the  biggest  part  of 
their  words,  they  could  easily  understand  that  Wild  was 
trying  to  make  his  fellow  prisoner  keep  up  courage. 

But  Charlie  and  Jim  could  see  more  than  the  captives 
through  the  crack. 

They  could  see  conclusively  that  it  would  be  nought 
but  extreme  foolhardiness  for  them  to  venture  in  there. 

But  they  were  not  the  sort  to  give  up. 

The  situation  might  change,  though  just  now  they  had 
no  idea. 

But  they  concluded  to  wait. 

Both  possessed  plenty  of  the  article  known  as  patience. 

One  thing  that  bothered  them,  though,  was  that  Davy 
Driggs  might  get  tired  of  playing  guard  outside  and  come 
in  to  look  for  them. 

If  he  did  his  clumsiness  might  be  the  means  of  their 
being  discovered. 

It  wras  a  case  of  being  on  “pins  and  needles,”  and  the 
minutes  passed  slowly. 

At  length  they  both  began  to  look  for  something  to  take 
place. 

If  it  was  their  discovery  it  would  be  better  than  noth¬ 
ing,  Jim  Dart  declared,  in  a  whisper. 

But  they  were  not  destined  to  wait  much  longer. 

The  first  thing  they  knew  they  heard  a  horse  coming 
through  the  passage. 

And  Davy  Driggs  was  outside. 

Charlie  and  Jim  looked  at  each  other  and  drew  their 

revolvers. 

They  expected  they  would  have  to  fight  to  the  death 
now. 

What  was  their  surprise,  then,  when  they  saw  the  same 
man  they  had  watched  a  little  more  than  half  an  hour 
before  as  he  rode  along  the  river  bank,  enter  the  stable 
and  dismount. 

But  that  was  not  the  end  of  it ! 

He  took  from  his  pocket  a  mask,  and  adjusting  it  so  it 
covered  his  features,  left  his  horse  standing  there  and 
entered  the  main  cave. 

As  he  passed  through  the  opening  they  heard  him  say 
the  word  “loyal”  to  the  man,  who  must  have  been  sta¬ 
tioned  on  the  other  side  of  the  second  guard. 

It  struck  them  both  that  this  was  the  password. 


■  -  I 


As  Captain  Caek — for  it  was  certainly  he — spoke  in  a 
loud  tone,  our  two  hiding  friends  heard  everything  he 
said  about  the  house  boat  and  the  men  he  wanted  to  go 
with  him  to  get  the  two  girls  who  were  on  it. 

When  he  told  the  men  to  get  things  ready  to  finish 
Young  Wild  West  and  the  lieutenant  fcharlie  and  Jim 
realized  that  the  climax  was  at  hand. 

Without  the  least  hesitation,  they  moved  for  the  en¬ 
trance  to  the  cave. 

They  got  there  just  as  Wild  was  dragged  to  the  spring 
of  boiling  sulphur  water. 

The  man  on  guard  had  his  back  to  them,  as  he  was 
deeply  interested  in  the  proceedings,  and  they  got  half 
way  into  the  rendezvous  of  the  outlaws  without  being- 
seen. 

“Put  the  rope  about  Young  Wild  West  under  his  arms !” 
exclaimed  Captain  Cack.  “Then  lower  him  down  and  let 
him  be  boiled  a  little  at  a  time.  When  he  is  finished 
throw  the  lieutenant  in  and  close  the  hole.  I  want  to 
see  the  misery  of  the  young  fellow  who  claims  he  has 
nerve  enough  to  die ! ” 

As  the  outlaw  stepped  forward  to  tie  the  rope  around 
our  hero  at  the  captain’s  command  a  sharp  report  rang 
out,  and  with  a  shriek  of  mortal  agony  he  pitched  forward 
and  fell  into  the  hole. 

The  shot  had  been  fired  by  Cheyenne  Charlie,  and  it 
was  but  the  forerunner  of  several. 

Bent  upon  saving  the  two,  they  shot  down  all  who  were 
near  them,  rushing  in  as  they  fired. 

Consternation  seized  the  outlaws,  and  they  fled  in  every 
direction. 

Before  any  of  them  had  fired  an  answering  shot  Young 
Wild  West’s  faithful  partners  had  seized  both  of  the  pris¬ 
oners  and  hustled  them  into  the  cave  where  the  horses 
were. 

“Come  on,  boys!”  yelled  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “We’ve  got 
ther  outlaws  in  a  trap.  Shoot  down  every  one  that  don’t 
surrender !” 

Two  quick  strokes  of  Jim’s  knife  severed  the  bonds  of 
Wild  and  the  lieutenant,  and  they  at  once  ran  the  way 
that  was  pointed  out  to  them. 

Then  Charlie  uttered  such  a  yell  that  the  horses  got  to 
prancing  wildly  about. 

He  was  trying  to  make  the  outlaws  believe  that  a  troop 
of  cavalry  was  coming,  and  succeeded  admirably,  for  not 
one  of  them  ventured  to  poke  his  head  through  the  en¬ 
trance. 

Out  in  the  mouth  of  the  passage  they  met  Davy  Driggs 
in  a  very  excited  frame  of  mind. 

“What’s  ther  matter?”  he  asked. 

“Go  on  and  run!”  answered  Jim.  “We  haven't  a 
second  to  lose!” 

That  was  all  the  cowboy  waited  to  hear. 

He  saw  that  Young  Wild  West  and  the  lieutenant  were 
with  them,  and  that  was  enough. 

Cp  to  the  place  where  the  captive  guard  was  lying  went 
all  five  of  them. 


_ 


Charlie  quickly  cut  the  fellow  loose. 

Then  they  began  yelling  like  mad  to  make  the  outlaws 
believe  that  there  was  a  whole  crowd  of  men  there.  B 

But  they  did  not  stop  to  make  a  fight  of  it.  IB 

Charlie  had  given  Young  Wild  West  one  of  his  revolvers, 
and  waving  it  in  his  hand,  the  young  deadshot  exclaimed: 

“Thank  you,  boys!  \ou  were  just  in  time!” 

“Never  mind  that,”  answered  Charlie,  as  he  led^thB 
way  over  the  dangerous  path  they  had  traveled  to  get 
there.  “We  don’t  stand  any  chance  in  a  fair  fight  with 
that  big  gang  of  measly  coyotes  in  ther  cave.  But  at 
strategy  I  guess  we’re  up  to  them.” 

“It  was  the  best  thing  I  ever  saw  done,  Charlie!”  Wild 
declared.  “  Why,  they  haven’t  as  much  as  fired  a  shot  yet, 
and  I  know  that  four  of  them  went  under  when  you  and 
Jim  rushed  in.  I  thought  it  couldn’t  be  possible  that  we 
had  to  die  in  that  horrible  fashion.” 

The  face  of  Lieutenant  Snyder  was  very  pale,  and  all 
he  was  able  to  do  just  then  was  to  nod  his  thanks  to  his 
rescuers. 

So  well  did  the  scheme  work  that  our  friends  got  across 
the  dangerous  place  that  formed  the  natural  roof  of  the 
cavern,  and  in  a  minute  or  two  reached  the  glen  where 
the  horses  -were.  jr 

Once  upon  the  back  of  his  handsome  sorrel  stallion 
Young  Wild  West  defied  the  world. 

“Now  let  them  come!”  he  cried.  “If  I  only  had  my 
rifle  I  would  like  to  wait  here  and  pick -them  off.” 

“We’d  better  go  on  down  the  river  an’  give  them  people 
on  ther  house  boat  a  lift,”  said  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“That’s  right!  Come  on.” 

They  rode  away  without  so  much  as  a  single  shot  be¬ 
ing  fired  at  them. 

Very  soon  they  came  in  sight  of  the  house  boat. 

It  was  about  a  mile  below  the  outlaws’  cave,  and  as 
they  looked  at  it  they  saw  that  it  had  become  tangled 
with  a  big  tree  that  had  fallen  into  the  river. 

“They’re  havin’  hard  luck,  boys,”  said  Charlie.  “Let's 
git  there  an’  help  ’em!” 

“They  will  need  help  if  Captain  Cack  keeps  his  word,” 
retorted  Wild.  “He  says  that  he  is  going  to  capture  the 
two  girls  that  are  aboard.” 

“That’s  right,”  spoke  up  the  lieutenant,  who  had  now 
quite  recovered  himself.  “I  believe  that  fiend  would  do* 
anything,  and  the  men  who  are  under  him  are  as  bad 
as  he  is.” 


“Well,  our  fight  with  the  outlaws  has  started,”  averred 
our  hero.  “And  you  can  bet  it  is  going  to  be  a  fight  to 
the  finish !” 


“Whoopee!”  cried  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “That’s  ther  way 
ter  talk!  Hooray  for  Young  Wild  West!” 

The  others  cheered  just  as  though  there  was  not  sue 
a  thing  as  an  outlaw  within  a  hundred  miles  of  them. 

Those  on  t lie  house  boat  heard  them,  and  they  vravet* 
thoii  hands  in  delight  when  they  saw  our  friend*  ay 
preaching. 

A-  they  rode  up  and  halted  on  the  bank  they  saw  tha' 
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a  couple  of  axes  would  be  required  to  get  the  tree  out 
of  the  way  of  the  boat,  so  Cheyenne  Charlie  at  once  started 
in  to  superintend  the  job. 

The  scout  knew  just  what  to  do,  and  in  less  than  fif¬ 
teen  minutes  the  top  of  the  tree  was  hauled  around  and 
the  craft  was  free  to  proceed  on  down  the  river. 

As  it  started  off  our  friends  rode  slowly  along  the  bank, 
and  then  it  was  that  William  Salter  told  how  the  horse¬ 
man  had  overtaken  them  and  asked  the  way  to  the  camp 
of  the  cavalrymen. 

While  he  was  talking  the  clatter  of  hoofs  suddenly  came 
to  their  ears,  and  the  next  instant  they  saw  the  outlaw 
band  riding  toward  them  at  full  speed,  their  masked  leader 
in  advance  urging  them  on. 

O  O 


CHAPTER  VII. 

OUR  FRIENDS  MEET  THE  TROOPERS. 

- 

“ There’s  going  to  be  a  little  fighting,  boys  !”  said  Young 
-WDA  West,  smiling  grimly.  “Get  to  cover,  and  then  give 
them  fits !” 

There  happened  to  be  a  group  of  heavy  oak  trees  right 
there,  near  which  was  a  clump  of  rocks. 

Our  friends  made  a  bolt  for  the  trees,  and  just  as  they 
did  so  a  volley  was  fired  at  them. 

Fortunately  for  them,  the  shots  were  fired  just  an  in¬ 
stant  too  late,  and  the  bullets  merely  hit  the  trees  and 
flattened  against  the  rocks. 

Those  on  the  house  boat  immediately  got  inside  and 
closed  the  door. 

Then  the  muzzles  of  four  rifles  came  through  the  loop¬ 
holes. 

It  looked  as  though  Captain  Cack  was  going  to  get  a 
very  warm  reception. 

"^Bnt  the  villain  was  enraged  at  the  escape  of  the  two 
prisoners  he  had  been  about  to  put  an  end  to,  and  he  was 
prepared  to  take  any  kind  of  a  risk  now. 

...  If  they  got  away  the  secret  entrance  to  his  headquarters 
would  become  known,  and  then  it  would  only  be  the  ques-* 
tion  of  a  short  time  before  they  were  ousted. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  were  not  taken  by 
surprise  this  time. 

They  had  had  time  to  get  to  cover,  and  now  they  meant 
to  give  the  outlaws  all  they  were  willing  to  take. 

After  firing  the  volley  Captain  Cack  called  a  halt. 

He  knew  it  would  be  certain  death  for  some  of  them 
if  they  advanced  toward  the  clump  of  oaks. 

He  figured  that  he  had  sufficient  men  to  eat  up  the 
little  party,  and  he  meant  to  slay  every  one  of  them. 

But  he  was  not  going  to  risk  too  much,  either. 

Meanwhile  Wild  and  his  companions  had  dismounted 
and  caused  their  horses  to  lie  down. 

r\  boy  were  upon  their  knees,  their  rifles  ready  to  let  the 
o  dlaws  have  it. 


To  the  right  of  the  place  where  they  had  dismounted 
was  a  long  cliff,  and  on  their  left  was  the  Colorado  jpver. 

As  far  as  our  hero  could  see  there  was  only  one  way 
for  the  scoundrels  to  get  at  them,  and  that  was  for  them 
to  come  straight  ahead. 

True,  they  might  have  a  way  to  get  around  by  mounting 
to  the  ridge  above,  but  that  would  necessitate  a  journey 
of  several  miles. 

If  they  meant  to  fight  it  out  they  would  have  to  come 
forward  openly  and  do  it. 

That  was  tire  way  our  hero  figured  it  out,  and  he  was 
right,  too. 

Captain  Cack  was  exasperated,  and  he  felt  that  unless  he 
acted  quickly  the  boy  who  had  shown  such  great  nerve 
would  get  away  from  him. 

After  a  minute  of  deep  reflection  he  gave  the  order  to 
charge  upon  the  clump  of  trees,  behind  which  their  foes 
awaited  them. 

“At  them,  men  !”  he  cried.  “The  quicker  we  reach  them 
the  less  there  will  be  to  go  under  on  our  side.” 

Our  friends  heard  this  cry,  and  they  were  ready. 

The  next  instant  the  outlaws  surged  around  the  comer 
in  double  file,  firing  as  they  came. 

Then  it  was  that  Wild  gave  the  command  to  fire. 

“Shoot  to  kill,  boys!”  he  added.  “It  is  to  be  a  fight 
to  the  finish,  remember!” 

Crack !  Crack !  Crack  ! 

The  rifles  spit  out  the  death  dealing  bullets  now. 

Crack  !  Crack !  Crack !  Crack ! 

Those  on  the  house  boat  were  making  themselves  heard, 
too. 

It  was  a  withering  fire  that  Captain  Cac-k  and  his  gang 
were  facing,  and  it  meant  nothing  short  of  annihilation 
for  them  if  they  kept  on. 

When  he  sa,w  fully  half  a  dozen  of  his  men  fall  in  as 
many  seconds  he  realized  that  it  was  time  to  retreat. 

The  villain  seemed  to  bear  a  charmed  life,  for,  though 
a  man  went  down  on  either  side  of  him,  he  remained  un¬ 
scathed. 

“Retreat!”  he  shouted.  “Make  for  cover!” 

The  men  needed  no  second  order. 

They  drew  their  horses  around  and  fled  like  a  lot  of 
frightened  sheep. 

Crack !  Crack  !  Crack ! 

The  firing  was  kept  up  until  they  got  around  the  turn 
in  the  cliff,  three  more  of  them  dropping  from  the  saddle. 

Young  Wild  West  led  his  comrades  in  a  cheer. 

Those  on  the  house  boat  joined  in. 

It  was  a.  victory,  and  no  mistake. 

Over  sixty  desperate  villains  had  failed  to  defeat  them 
in  a  fight,  and  not  one  of  them  were  so  much  as  scratched 
by  a  bullet. 

“Oh,  if  we  only  had  the  cavalry  here!”  cried  Lieutenant 
Snyder.  “We  would  make  the  gang  fight  or  surrender !” 

“We  will  get  them!”  answered  our  hero.  “They  won’t 
leave.  They  think  they  have  too  good  a  retreat  for  that. 
JuB^wai^while^Th^aval^^ugh^obe  found  inside 
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of  a  day  or  two,  I  guess.  Then  we  will  attack  them  and 
fight  it  out.  They  have  probably  given  it  up  for  the  pres¬ 
ent, 'but  they  are  so  sore  against  us  that  they  won  t  rest 
until  the  matter  is  settled,  one  way  or  the  other.” 

“An’  1  reckon  it’ll  be  settled  only  one  way,”  spoke  up 
Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“That’s  right,  Charlie!  Only  one  way!”  and  Wild 
smiled  grimly. 

The  rest  knew  what  he  meant. 

The  young  Prince  of  the  Saddle  referred  to  the  exter¬ 
mination  of  the  outlaw  band. 

Glancing  toward  the  river  our  hero  saw  that  the  house 
boat  was  making  good  headway  down  the  stream. 

“I  guess  we  had  better  move,  boys,”  he  remarked.  “We 
will  follow  the  trail  that  runs  along,  the  river  bank.” 

“Ther  outlaws  might  foller,”  remarked  Davy  Driggs. 

“I  hardly  think  they  will.  We  will  run  the  chance, 
anyhow.  They  can't  see  our  movements  now,  unless  they 
go  back  and  get  upon  the  ridge.” 

Mounting,  they  rode  off  at  a  jog  trot,  keeping  a  look 
behind  them  as  they  went. 

But  it  was  as  Young  Wild  West  had  said. 

The  outlaws  did  not  choose  to  bother  them  again. 

They  kept  along  with  the  queer  craft  on  the  river  until 
sunset. 

Those  on  board  were  on  deck  most  of  the  time,  and  quite 
a  conversation  was  kept  up. 

Lieutenant.  Snyder  became  very  much  interested  in 
Agnes,  the  elder  of  the  two  Salter  girls. 

The  other  daughter  had  been  casting  sheep’s  eyes  at 
Wild,  but  he  thought  of  his  sweetheart  home  in  Weston, 
and  he  never  once  let  her  know  that  he  noticed  her. 

He  talked  considerably  with  her  father,  though,  and 
learned  where  the  family  was  bound. 

“Do  you  think  you  will  be  able  to  get  to  Yuma  in 
this  way  ?”  he  asked  him,  as  the  sun  was  just  sinking. 

“Oh,  yes!”  was  the  reply.  “We  won’t  strike  any  more 
shallower  water  than  we  have,  I  reckon.” 

“But  there  may  be  a  fall  or  two  between  here  and  your 
destination.” 

“I  never  thought  of  that,”  and  William  Salter  scratched 
his  head  uneasily. 

But  grandpop  came  to  his  rescue  bv  saying  that  there 
was  nothing  to  hinder  the  house  boat  from  going  clean  to 
Yuma,  and  as  the  old  man  seemed  to  know  everything, 
his  word  went  with  his  family. 

None  of  our  friends  had  ever  taken  a  trip  down  the 
Colorado  river  to  its  mouth,  so  they  could  not  say  how 
it  was. 

Just  as  it  was  beginning  to  grow  dark  after  the  set¬ 
ting  of  the  sun  the  clatter  of  hoofs  was  heard  behind 
them. 

As  he  was  not  sure  but  the  outlaws  might  have  found 
a  way  to  get  around  and  head  them  off.  Young  Wild  West 
called  a  halt  and  ordered  his  men  to  be  ready  for  an  at¬ 
tack. 

But  the  next  instant  a  troop  of  cavalry  came  in  sight, 


and  when  Lieutenant  Snyder  saw  them  he  took  off  hia 
hat  and  gave  a  cheer. 

All  hands  joined  him  in  shouting,  and  then  with  a  dash, 

the  cavalry  rode  up  and  halted. 

“It  is  Captain  Knoll !”  cried  the  lieutenant.  “It  is  iny 
company.  It  is  too  bad  they  couldn  t  ha\e  met  us  before 
the  outlaws  attacked  us  from  ambush.” 

“That’s  so,”  said  Jim  Dart.  “I  reckon  the  scoundrels 
would  have  got  more  than  they  bargained  for  then/’  4 

As  the  troopers  rode  up  they  saw  that  the  two  who  had  , 
lode  off  to  find  them  were  with  them.  jHJI 

The  cavalry  numbered  eighty-six  men,  including  the 
officers,  and  they  were  a  fine  looking  body. 

The  officer  in  command  was  Captain  Knoll,  and  he 
greeted  Lieutenant  Snyder  cordially. 

The  lieutenant  quickly  introduced  Young  Wild  West 
and  his  partners,  and  the  captain  and  other  officers  shook 
hands  with  them. 

They  looked  at  them  rather  curiously,  and  seemed  sur-  “  ’ 
prised  at  the  youthful  appearance  of  our  hero  and  Jim 
Dart*  Jffj 

“I  received  word  from  Fort  Mohave  nearly  a  month  ago 
that  you  would  probably  come  out  here,  Mr.  West/Cj^id^Hc 
the  captain.  “With  the  message  came  a  sealed  envelope, 
which  I  was  instructed  to  hand  to  you  the  moment  I  came 
in  contact  with  you.  Here  it  is !” 

He  pulled  the  envelope  from  his  pocket  as  he  spoke  and 
tendered  it  to  Wild. 


It  was  not  a  very  long  communication,  and  stated  that 
loung  Wild  West  and  his  scouts  would  confer  a  favor 
on  the  authorities  if  he  would  hunt  down  the  band  of  out¬ 
laws  under  the  notorious  Captain  Cack. 


It  also  stated  that  the  pay  for  himself  and  his  men 
would  start  from  the  time  they  set  out  for  the  Grand 
Canyon,  and  that  Captain  Knoll,  of  the  Eleventh  Cavalry, 
would  give  him  all  the  information  he  knew  in  regard  to 
the  outlaws. 

That,  was  all  there  was  to  it,  and  when  our  hero'^fS-^ 
lead  it  over  carefully  he  looked  at  the  captain,  and  said: 

ell,  what  information  can  you  give  us  of  the  out¬ 
laws  ?” 

Not  much,  I'm  sorry  to  say.  I  only  know  that  they 
ha\o  been  running  things  their  own  way  in  this  section 
foi  the  past  six  months.  If  we  only  knew  where  they  were 
located  we  might  be  able  to  soon  put  an  end  to  them.” 

VWIl.  we  know  just  where  they  are  located!” 

“What!” 


i? 


(  aptain  Knoll  looked  at  the  boy  in  amazement.  J 
^  right,  captain,”  spoke  up  the  lieutenant,4" 
0lln,L'  ^  0S1  and  I  have  lately  escaped  from  the 
mnd  of  villains.  We  were  captured  bv  them  and  im¬ 
prisoned  in  their  stronghold.” 


v  T  Rno11  "as  more  astonished  than  ever. 

Wild  waited  until  Lieutenant  Snyder  had  told  all  that 

b,U  haJf nod  10  eapUin,  and  then  he  turned  to  him 

and  said: 
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“I  guess  it  will  not  be  such  a  difficult  job  to  clean  out 
the  outlaws.  Suppose  we  go  right  at  it  now?” 

“Certainly/’  was  the  reply.  “It  is  getting  dark,  but 
if  you  will  lead  the  way  to  the  retreat  we  will  soon  attend 
to  the  villains.” 

“They  will  put  up  a  hot  fight,  I  think,  and  there  are 
something  like  sixty  of  them.” 

“If  they  should  ambush  us  it  would  be  bad.” 

“That  is  so;  but  we  will  take  a  ride  back  there,  any¬ 
way.” 

•/ 

Wild  now  turned  to  those  on  the  house  boat. 

“I  advise  you  to  keep  right  on  down  the  river,”  he  said. 
“By  midnight  you  ought  to  reach  the  post  where  the 
militia  is  stationed.  The  moon  will  be  up  in  an  hour,  and 
then  you  will  be  able  to  see  your  way.” 

“All  right,”  answered  Grandpop  Salter.  “You  are  only 
a  youngster,  but  I  reckon  your  advice  is  worth  a  good  deal 
more  than  what  I've  heard  some  smart  men  give.  WeTl 
keep  right  on  down  the  river  until  we  reach  ther  post 
where  ther  soldiers  are.” 

“You  will  get  there  before  midnight,  I  think,”  spoke 
up  the  captain  of  the  cavalry.  “  Keep  in  the  channel  where 
the  current  is  strong,  and  you  will  make  pretty  fair  head¬ 
way.” 

It  now  being  understood,  Young  Wild  West  turned  his 
horse  around  and  headed  for  the  quarters  of  the  outlaw 
band. 

'  1 

The  captain  and  Lieutenant  Snyder  rode  on  either  side 
of  him,  and  Charlie,  Jim  and  Davy  fell  in  with  the  caval¬ 
rymen. 

They  all  understood  each  other  pretty  well  by  this  time, 
and  there  was  not  one  of  them  who  was  not  anxious  to 
get  at  Captain  Cack’s  band  and  put  an  end  to  them,  either 
by  killing  them  or  capturing  the  villains,  who  had  been 
the  scourge  of  that  portion  of  the  Grand  Canyon  for  so 
many  months. 

The  distance  to  the  place  where  they  wanted  to  go  was 
not  more  than  fifteen  miles,  and  they  let  the  horses  out 
a  little. 

Our  friends  had  eaten  nothing  since  noon,  but  they 
stayed  their  appetites  by  buckling  their  belts  tighter  about 
them,  a  proceeding  quite  common  among  men  of  their 

stamp. 

They  had  covered  probably  a  little  over  half  the  distance 
when  a  heavy  explosion  rang  out,  and  the  earth  fairly 
trembled. 

“That  sounds  as  though  ther  outlaws  had  blowed  up 
their  cave,”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “It  is  just  about 

that  far  off.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

CAPTAIN  CACK  MAKES  SOME  CHANGES. 

Captain  Cack  was  one  of  the  most  discomfited  mortals 
that  ever  breathed  when  he  was  forced  to  retreat  to  save 

h  bi  h  •arid  from  being  annihilated. 


Desperate  and  daring  to  extremes,  he  knew  he  stood 
no  chance  with  the  little  party  behind  the  trees  and 
rocks. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  could  shoot  too 
straight  for  them  to  have  a  possible  chance  of  reaching 
them. 

True,  he  knew  that  they  would  not  be  apt  to  all  go  under 
before  they  reached  them,  but  there  would  surely  be  only  a 
remnant  of  the  band  left. 

The  coolness  of  Young  Wild  West  had  convinced  him 
that  the  boy  was  more  than  ordinary  in  the  line  of  fight¬ 
ing,  and  as  he  led  his  band  back  to  the  retreat  he  easily 
understood  why  it  was  that  the  officials  of  the  govern¬ 
ment  had  sent  so  far  to  get  the  boy  to  help  rout  this 
band  out  of  the  Grand  Canyon. 

But  the  outlaw  chief  was  one  of  the  never-give-up  kind. 

He  meant  to  stay  right  there  and  fight  for  what  he 
called  his  rights  to  the  very  last. 

“The  first  thing  to  be  done  now,”  he  thought,  as  he 
rode  into  the  cavern  by  the  way  of  the  stable  “is  to  change 
the  appearance  of  things  around  here.  I’ll  have  to  figure 
awhile  on  it,  though.” 

Once  inside  his  snug  quarters  he  gave  the  word  for  a 
double  guard  to  be  placed  at  both  the  entrances  outside. 

Then  he  called  the  men  that  were  inside  together,  and 
said : 

“Boys,  we  have  met  with  a  little  bad  luck,  it  seems; 
but  that  shouldn’t  discourage  us.  It  would  be  queer,  in¬ 
deed,  if  we  went  along  without  encountering  any  diffi¬ 
culties.  We  have  had  things  all  pur  own  way  for  quite 
a  long  time,  and  we  have  done  a  pretty  good  business,  as 
you  all  know.  Now  I  am  going  to  show  this  Young  Wild 
West  that,  as  smart  as  he  is,  he  does  not  know  how  to 
get  the  best  of  us.  He  knows  the  way  to  get  in  here  by 
the  stable  way,  but  the  other  entrance  is  entirely  un¬ 
known  to  him  or  his  friends.  By  and  by  I  am  going  to 
change  the  appearance  of  the  land  at  the  stable  entrance. 
I  am  going  to  set  off  a  keg  of  powder  and  blow  some  of 
the  rocks  and  earth  out  of  shape.  I  guess  that  will  keep 
Young  Wild -West  from  leading  the  cavalry  here.” 

A  cheer  went  up  from  the  men. 

They  thought  their  chief  had  a  wonderful  head  on 
him. 

“There  is  something  else  on  my  mind,  boys,”  resumed 
Captain  Cack.  “You  might  have  heard  me  say  that  I  had 
set  my  heart  on  getting  the  two  young  girls  on  the  house 
boat  in  my  power.  If  I  can  do  that  I  will  be  able  to  defy 
all  the  soldiers  this  side  of  the  Mississippi.” 

“You  kin  git  ’em,  cap,  if  you  only  make  up  your  mind,” 
spoke  up  one  of  the  band,  showing  by  his  manner  that 
he  had  all  the  confidence  in  the  world  in  his  leader. 

“Yes,  T  think  T  can  get  them,  in  spite  of  Young  Wild 
West,  or  any  one  else.  I  have  an  idea  just  now  how  I 
can  get  them,  too.” 

“Tell  us,  cap!”  said  the  man  who  had  spoken  beforq 

“See  here,  Blake!”  and  Captain  Cack  turned  his  sharp 
eyes  upon  the  speaker.  “Have  you  got  nerve  enough  to 
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lead  twenty  men  around  through  the  pass  and  head  off 
that  house  boat  and  Young  Wild  West’s  gang?” 

“1  reckon  I  have,  cap.  Just  say  the  word  an'  see  if  I 

ain’t!” 

The  outlaw  chief  smiled  through  his  mask. 

He  always  had  his  face  covered  when  he  went  out  with 
his  band,  and  he  had  not  yet  removed  the  mask. 

The  reason  that  he  did  this  was  that  when  he  went  out 
alone  he  posed  as  a  different  character  entirely. 

Sometimes  he  visited  the  headquarters  of  the  cavalry, 
which  was  situated  at  a  little  settlement  called  Godfrey, 
about  twenty  miles  distant. 

There  he  wTas  known  as  Charles  Carr,  a  wealthy  ranch¬ 
man. 

“I  would  go  myself  on  this  trip,”  said  the  villain,  as 
he  took  the  mask  off  and  thrust  it  in  his  pocket,  “but  I 
will  be  needed  here.  Our  hiding  place  must  be  preserved 
at  all  hazards.  It  would  not  do  for  the  cavalry  to  come 
here,  for,  though  we  might  hold  them  off  for  awhile,  it 
would  only  be  a  question  of  a  day  or  two  before  they  would 
have  enough  men  here  to  eat  us.  The  tiling  to  be  done  is 
to  fix  it  so  Young  Wild  West  and  the  lieutenant  cannot 
find  the  entrance.  That  is  going  to  be  a  difficult  task, 
but  I  will  find  the  way  to  do  it,  as  sure  as  my  name  is 
Captain  Cack.” 

The  fellow  called  Blake  proposed  three  cheers  for  him 
at  this,  but  the  captain  held  up  his  hand. 

“No  cheering  now,  boys.  We  must  wait  for  awhile. 
Blake,  go  ahead  and  pick  your  twenty  men  and  start  off 
at  once.” 

Blake  selected  them  in  less  than  five  minutes. 

He  took  those  who  seemed  to  be  the  most  willing  to 
go,  and  as  he  was  pretty  well  liked,  it  looked  as  though 
he  would  be  chosen  as  the  leader’s  lieutenant,  since  the 
man  who  had  acted  in  that  capacity  had  been  killed  in 
the  charge  a  short  time  before. 

Blake  informed  the  captain  that  he  was  ready. 

“All  right,”  was  the  rejoinder.  “Now,  I  want  a  man 
to  go  along  with  you,  and  in  case  Young  Wild  West  and 
his  friends  are  coming  back  this  way,  or  are  not  with 
the  house  boat,  I  want  him  to  ride  back  as  fast  as  he  can. 
Who  has  got  the  swiftest  horse  among  you?” 

“I  have,  cap’n,”  spoke  up  one  of  them.  “Leastwise, 
my  nag  ain't  never  been  beat.” 

“All  right,  then.  You  go  along.  If  there  is  anything 
wrong  you  get  back  here  and  tell  me.  You  will  all  go 
by  way  of  the  ridge.  As  you  are  aware,  you  can  see  the 
river  from  it  in  a  great  many  places.  When  the  moon  gets 
up  and  you  will  be  able  to  see  a  long  distance,  keep  your 
eyes  open.  And,  Blake!” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Don’t  forget  to  bring  the  two  girls  back  with  you.” 

“All  right.” 

“Have  von  made  all  provisions  for  doing  so?” 

“Yes,  sir.  I’ve  go{  a  couple  of  blankets  an'  silk  hand¬ 
kerchief-  to  tie  over  iheir  mouths.  I've  got  a  bottle  of 
chloroform,  too.  in  ease  it  mieht  be  needed.” 


“Are  you  sure  you  know  how  to  use  chloroform?” 

“Oh,  I’ve  used  it  afore,  cap.  It  was  ther  time  I  helped 
rob  ther  bank  down  at  Yuma.” 

“All  right,  then.  I'll  leave  it  to  you.  Off  with  you!” 

The  detachment  rode  out  of  the  cave  and  headed  for  a 
deep  ravine  that  was  off  to  the  rear  of  the  cavern  as  soon 
as  they  reached  the  level  below. 

When  they  xhad  gone  Captain  Cack  began  to  conjure  • 
up  a  plan  to  change  the  geography  of  the  place,  as  he 
termed,  it. 

He  went  out  through  the  stable  and  out  upon  the  ledge 
that  our  friends  had  managed  to  find  the  place  from. 

The  guard  they  had  captured  and  thrown  behind  the 
boulder  had  told  the  outlaw  chief  just  how  they  got  away, 
so  he  thought  he  would  go  up  there  and  have  a  look. 

The  moon  was  just  rising,  and  as  it  emerged  from  be¬ 
hind  a  distant  gray  peak  he  got  a  pretty  good  view  of  the 
uneven  waste  of  earth  and  rock. 

/* 

The  deep  cuts  and  lofty  heights  looked  weird  enough 
in  the  pale  light  of  the  moon. 

“  Kegs  of  powder  dropped  into  one .  of  those  crevices 
near  where  they  got  up  from  below  will  destroy  the  ]ooks 
of  the  plac£  entirely,”  he  muttered.  “Then  another  a 
little  ways  from  the  passage  that  leads  through  the  stable 
into  our  den  will  fix  things.  We  can  use  the  main  entrance 
to  go  in  and  out  in  the  future,  and  I  am  certain  that 
they  could  not  find  that  in  a  dog’s  age.  It  is  too  well  hid¬ 
den  for  that.  Well,  I  will  see  that  the  powder  is  exploded 
as  soon  as  possible.” 

He  soon  picked  out  a  place  that  suited  him  for  the 
purpose  lie  had  in  view,  and  then  going  back  into  the 
cave,  he  ordered  two  of  the  men  to  bring  out  the  keg  of 
powder  and  a  fuse. 

They  had  plenty  of  powder  in  the  place,  since  a  couple 
of  months  before  they  had  made  a  raid  on  a  supply  train 
that  was  headed  for  Godfrey,  down  the  river. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  the  keg  was  placed  where  he 
wanted  it  and  a  long  fuse  attached  to  it.  * 

Captain  Cack  took  the  responsibility  of  lighting  it  him' 
self,  and  as  soon  as  the  match  was  applied  he  hastened 
from  the  spot,  followed  by  his  two  assistants. 

The  explosion  did  not  take  place  until  they  were  back 
at  the  mouth  of  the  passage,  and  then  with  a  thunderous 
sound  the  powder  went  off. 

It  was  wonderful  to  see  the  change  that  the  explosion 
wrought. 

The  outlaw  chief  had  planned  the  thing  accurately,  and 
the  place  where  our  friends  descended  from  the  glen  was 
simply  a  perpendicular  cliff  now,  the  earth  and  dirt  hav¬ 
ing  broken  away  and  tumbled  into  one  of  the  rifts.  A 

A  goat  could  not  have  climbed  up  there  now. 

Captain  Cack  went  back  and  surveyed  the  result  with 
a  smile  of  satisfaction. 

It  was  an  awful  report,  men.”  he  observed;  “but  the 
powder  did  the  work.  Now  for  the  other  place.” 

When  thet\  got  back  to  the  cave  the  horses  were  led  fivm 

fltnhlp 
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the  whole  thing  might  cave  in  when  the  second  lot  of 
powder  went  off. 

Another  keg  of  the  explosive  was  brought  out  and 

planted  in  a  rift  right  where  the  guard  had  been  tossed 

behind  the  boulder  bv  our  friends.  The  fuse  was  attached 

%/ 

and  lighted,  and  then  the  outlaws  got  as  far  to  the  front 
of  the  cave  as  possible. 

Boom ! 

As  the  thunderous  report  rang  out  there  was  a  rattling 
of  stones  and  dirt,  and  then  the  whole  ledge  gave  away, 
the  debris  shooting  down  upon  the  trail  below  in  the  form 
of  a  small  avalanche. 

A  portion  of  the  roof  over  the  stable  came  in  with  a 
crash,  effectually  blocking  the  entrance  from  that  direc- 
Pr  tion. 

The  horses  pranced  about  with  alarm,  and  the  wicked 
men  shrank  close  to  the  front  wall  of  the  cave  in  fear. 

There  was  something  awful  about  the  reverberating  re¬ 
port,  and  it  filled  their  hearts  with  dread. 

A  deathly  silence  prevailed  after  the  last  echo  died 
'  away  and  then  it  was  that  Captain  Cack  spoke. 

“Well  done!”  he  exclaimed.  “Men,  I  have  an  idea  that 
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just-  what  I  wanted  to  bring  about  has  happened.  We 

S-  -  ~  -  will  see.” 

The  lighted  lanterns  in  the  cave  had  become  extinguished 
by  the  terrible  shock*  and  striking  a  match,  he  soon  had 
one  lighted. 

As  soon  as  he  saw  that  everything  was  all  right  in  the 

*main  cave  he  gave  a  nod  of  satisfaction. 

This  assured  the  men  more  than  the  fact  that  they  saw 
everything  was  all  right  in  the  cave. 

They  had  learned  to  depend  upon  their  captain  in  any 
kind  of  an  emergency,  and  when  they  saw  the  smile  of 
triumph  that  illumined  his  features  they  knew  that  every¬ 
thing  was  all  right. 

He  at  once  went  about  looking  into  things,  and  when 
he  found  that  there  was  no  mistake  in  his-  calculations 
.  he  gave  the  word  for  all  the  lanterns  to  be  lighted. 

When  this  was  done  the  cave  was  illumined  as  before. 
The  horsefe  calmed  down,  and  all  was  comparatively  quiet. 

“Now  let  the  cavalry  come  if  they  want  to,”  observed 
the  captain,  with  a  grim  smile.  “I  don’t  care  if  half  a 
dozen  Young  Wild  Wests  come  along  with  them,  either, 
for  none  of  them  will  be  able  to  find  this  place.  But, 
boys,  we  have  got  to  remain  comparatively  quiet,  for  it 
is  possible  that  they  may  get  near  enough  to  hear  us,  and 
then  they  make  take  it.  in  their  heads  to  use  powder  to 
blow  their  way  here,  the  same  as  we  used  it  to  keep  them 
out !” 

A  hoarse  murmur  of  approval  went  up  from  the  men  at 
this. 

Then  they  gradually  got  down  to  their  usual  routine. 
Captain  Cack  took  a  stroll  around,  and  finally  went  out 
through  the  main  entrance  to  the  cave. 

This  led  into  a  passage  that  was  barely  wide  enough 
for  two  horsemen  to  ride  abreast,  and  was  brooked  and 
dark, 

 — 


The  mouth  of  it  was  in  a  vine  covered  cliff,  and  was  cov¬ 
ered  by  a  big  piece  of  canvas  that  was  painted  in  exact 
imitation  of  the  gray  rock. 

This,  with  a  few  straggling  vines  that  hung  down  over 
it,  made  it  look  like  the  cliff  itself,  and  only  by  the  merest 
accident  would  it  be  discovered. 

Out  from  the  mouth  of  this  hidden  passage  the  ground 
was  covered  with  a  fine  white  sand,  and  as  the  outlaws 
came  and  went  one  of  them  who  remained  behind,  invari¬ 
ably  went  over  the  ground  with  a  big  bellows  and  obliter¬ 
ated  the  tracks. 

This  was  quite  an  easy  thing  to  do,  since  the  sand  was 
not  more  than  an  inch  or  two  in  depth  and  was  sprinkled 
over  a  surface  of  rock. 

No  wonder,  then,  that  Captain  Cack  felt  sure  that  the 
retreat  would  not  be  discovered  from  that  direction. 

That  the  effects  of  the  explosion  would  completely  baffle 
his  enemies  he  did  not  doubt. 

He  found  two  of  the  outlaws  on  guard  when  he  went 
out,  and  when  they  told  him  that  everything  was  quiet 
he  went  back  again  and  threw  himself  on  his  bunk  to  get 
some  sleep. 

It  was  just  before  daylight  in  the  morning  that  he  was 
awakened  by  one  of  the  men,  who  reported  that  Blake  and 
his  band  of  twenty  had  got  back,  and  that  they  had  the 
two  girls  they  had  been  sent  after. 

The  outlaw  chief  was  elated. 

But  suddenly  he  thought  of  the  man  who  had  gone 
with  them  for  the  purpose  of  riding  back  in  advance  of 
the  party  and  reporting. 

He  had  failed  to  show  up  ! 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  SEARCH  EOR  THE  OUTLAWS’  CAVE 

Young  Wild  West  agreed  with  Cheyenne  Charlie  when 
he  said  the  explosion  sounded  as  though  the  outlaws  had 
blown  up  their  cave. 

It  did  sound  as  tfiough  it  was  about  where  the  cave 
was. 

“It  may  be  that  they  have  blown  up  the  cave  and  left 
the  vicinity,”  our  hero  said.  “But  we  will  ride  on  and 
take  a  look.5' 

As  they  rapidly  neared  the  vicinity  another  explosion 
rang  out. 

They  now  became  satisfied  that  the  villains  were  using 
powder  for  some  reason. 

And  it  looked  as  though  they  were  destroying  their  re- 
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treat  before  they  left  the  vicinity. 

Young  Wild  West  urged  the  cavalry  forward  to  a  faster 
gait. 

He  was  in  hopes  of  catching  up  to  them  before  I  hey  got 

away. 

On  thundered  the  noble  horses  with  the  brave  lot  of 


fighters,  and  in  a  few  minutes  they  had  reached  the  spot 
where  the  fight  had  taken  place  that  day. 

The  moon  was  now  pretty  well  up  in  the  heavens,  and 
it  was  light  enough  for  them  to  see  a  considerable  dis¬ 
tance. 

Wild  and  his  partners  kept  looking  for  the  place  where 
they  had  come  down  from  the  rocks  into  the  glen  as  they 
rounded  the  cliff  where  they  had  forced  the  outlaws  that 
afternoon. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  the  glen  deeply  impressed  on  his 
mind,  and  he  was  satisfied  that  he  would  know  the  place 
to  a  certainty. 

He  did  not  find  the  way  into  the  glen  quite  easily,  but 
when  they  got  there  he  became  instantly  convinced  of  his 
mistake. 

“I’d  make  an  affidavy  that  this  was  the  place,”  he  de¬ 
clared.  “But  it  ain’t,  though.” 

“There  are  many  places  that  look  alike  here  in  the 
mountains,”  retorted  Lieutenant  Snyder. 

“We  certainly  did  not  come  down  from  there  by  that 
way,”  and  Jim  Dart  pointed  at  the  perpendicular  walls 
and  shook  his  head. 

As  the  outlaws  had  taken  care  of  the  bodies  of  those  who 
had  fallen  that  day,  there  was  nothing  to  show  them  just 
where  the  place  was. 

While  the  moon  gave  considerable  light,  it  was  not  suffi¬ 
ciently  strong  enough  for  them  to  distinguish  objects  very 
freely. 

“Let’s  make  another  try,”  said  Wild. 

They  did  so. 

But  they  only  succeeded  in  getting  farther  away  from 
the  place. 

When  Cheyenne  Charlie  became  convinced  that  they 
had  passed  the  hidden  retreat  he  proposed  that  they  go  back 
and  look  for  the  mouth  of  the  cave  they  had  escaped  from 
when  Wild  and  the  lieutenant  were  liberated. 

“I  have  an  idea  that  I  can  find  that  place,  if  I  can’t 
find  the  way  we  got  there,”  the  scout  said.  “I  remember 
that  I  could  see  three  trees,  one  of  which  was  broken  near 
the  top,  right  below  on  ther  river  bank.  Now  all  we’ve 
got  to  do  is  to  find  them  trees.” 

“I  guess  that  won’t  be  a  hard  thing  to  do,”  answered 
Wild.  “Arc  you  sure  that  they  were  right  along  on  the 
trail  near  the  bank  of  the  river?” 

“Sartin  of  it!”  declared  the  scout. 

“Then  it  hadn’t  ought  to  take  us  long  to  find  them,” 
spoke  up  Jim  Dart. 

“We’ve  come  past  ’em,  I  reckon,”  observed  Davy  Driggs. 
“T’ve  a  notion  that  them  very  trees  are  about  half  a  mile 

back.” 

After  consulting  with  the  captain  of  the  cavalry  they 
turned  and  rode  slowly  back. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  very  positive  about  the  trees,  and 
he  kept  a  sharp  watch  as  they  rode  along. 

They  had  covered  a  trifle  over  half  a  mile  on  the  back 
trail  when  he  suddenly  caught  our  hero  by  the  arm,  and 
evel  aimed : 
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“There’s  ther  trees!  I  know’d  I’d  find  ’em.  Ther  mouth 
of  ther  passage  that  leads  inter  ther  stable  of  ther  out¬ 
laws  is  right  up  there,  an’  I’ll  bet  my  life  on  it.” 

lie  pointed  above,  and  when  the  rest  looked  they  saw 
nothing  but  a  mass  of  rocks,  that  towered  in  the  air  up 
a  steep  that  even  a  mountain  goat  could  not  climb. 

“You  are  wrong,  I  guess,  Charlie,”  said  Lieutenant 
Snyder.  “There  is  nothing  up  there  that  looks  like  the 
place.” 

The  scout  scratched  his  head. 

“I  don’t  know  what  to  make  of  it,”  he  admitted,  after 
a  rather  lengthy  pause. 

“Well,  there  is  only  one  thing  to  do,  and  that  is  to  keep 
on  searching,”  observed  Young  Wild  West.  “If  we  find 
no  signs  of  the  hiding  place  in  an  hour’s  time  I  would  sug¬ 
gest  that  we  go  into  camp  somewhere  and  wait  till  day¬ 
light.” 

This  sounded  like  good  advice  to  all  hands,  so  they  once 
more  began  the  search. 

They  divided  into  two  parts,  Wild  leading  one  and  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie  the  other. 

Though  they  made  a  careful  search  about  the  vicinity 
at  the  expiration  of  an  hour  they  met  and  acknowledged 
that  they  were  baffled. 

The  scout  still  stuck  to  it,-  and  the  place  where  they 
had  entered  the  outlaws’  cave  and  rescued  Wild  and  the 
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lieutenant  was  directly  above  and  in  a  line  with  the  trees. 

“We’ll  camp  here  till  daylight,  then,”  he  said.  “When 
ther  sun  gits  up  I  reckon  things  will  look  different.” 

Wild  agreed  with  Charlie  on  this  point,  so  at  his  sug¬ 
gestion  the  captain  ordered  the  cavalry  to  go  into  camp. 

It  was  right  near  the  bank  of  the  Colorado  that  they 
built  a  fire. 

None  of  them  had  eaten  supper,  and  they  were  anxious 
to  get  ut  it. 

In  a  little  while  the  aroma  of  boiling  coffee  and  broil¬ 
ing  meat  filled  the  air. 

Pickets  were  stationed  well  out  from  the  camp  to  make 
sure  that  the  outlaws  could  not  sneak  upon  them  under 
cover  of  the  rocks  and  surprise  them  with  a  storm  of  bul¬ 
lets. 

Supper  over,  they  felt  better,  and  when  the  pipes  were 
lighted  they  were  a  very  contented  lot,  for  the  most  part 

Young  Wild  West  was  one  of  those  who  was  not  con¬ 
tented. 

He  felt  a  little  put  out  because  they  had  failed  to  lo¬ 
cate  the  spot  where  the  outlaws  had  their  headquarters. 

But  he  figured  that  they  would  be  apt  to  find  it  when 
daylight  arrived. 

But  Wild  did  not  let  this  keep  him  from  sleeping. 

There  were  times  when  he  could  not  get  his  night's 
rest,  and  it  was  bad  enough  to  go  without  it  then. 

No'w  he  had  an  opportunity  to  sleep,  and  when  he  lay 
down  upon  his  blanket  he  was  not  long  in  dropping  off 
iyto  a  slumber. 

It  was  a  little  after  daylight  when  he  awoke. 

The  sun  was  just  gilding  the  mountain  tops  with  a  gol- 
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den  sheen,  and  tlie  twittering  of  the  birds  that  infested 
tin  bushes  and  trees  along  the  banks  of  the  river  made 
our  hero  think  of  activity. 

“Now  to  find  the  outlaws,”  he  thought,  and  he  turned 
his  gaze  to  the  point  where  Cheyenne  Charlie  was  so  cer¬ 
tain  the  mouth  of  the  passage  was. 

As  he  looked  up  he  saw  that  the  scout  was  ahead  of 

him. 

And  so  was  Jim  Dart. 

The  two  were  trying  to  climb  to  the  top  of  the  cliff 
that  was  right  opposite  the  three  trees. 

Our  hero  walked  over  and  was  soon  beneath  them. 
Charlie  motioned  him  to  keep  quiet. 

“They  have  found  out  something,”  he  mused.  “I  guess 
*T11  get  up  there,  too.” 

But  he  soon  saw  that  it  was  not  likely  that  it  could 
be  done.  ,*  - 

Mr 

He  looked  around  and  finally  noticed  that  there  was 
\  a  chance  to  climb  the  cliff  a  hundred  yards  below. 

-  He  caught  the  eye  of  Jim  and  then  pointed  that  way. 
The  boy  at  once  understood. 

1  y  He  was  always  eager  to  act  upon  the  advice  of  Young 
fWild  West,  and  so  was  Charlie. 

As  soon  as  they  told  the  scout  they  both  started  down. 
“You  couldn’t  get  up  there  that  way  in  a  week,”  said 
Wild.  “It’s  simply  wasting  time.” 

“I  sorter  reckoned  that  way  myself,”  answered  Charlie. 
“But  you  see  we  heard  something  up  there  that  makes 
us  satisfied  that  ther  gang  is  there  yet.” 
jjf  “What  did  you  hear?” 

*  ,  “Horses” 
j|  “Horses?” 

“Yes,  we  could  hear  ’em  stamping  on  the  ground, 
couldn’t  we,  Jim?” 

“Yes,  we  surely  could,”  replied  Jim.  “The  outlaws 
are  up  there,  I  feel  certain.” 

“Well,  if  they  are  I  can  easily  understand  what  the  two 
explosions  meant  last  night,”  exclaimed  our  hero. 
''—""What?”  questioned  Charlie. 

“The  scoundrels  must  have  blown  up  a  lot  of  rocks  and 
X  earth  just  to  change  the  looks  of  things,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  to  fix  it  so  we  could  get  to  the  place  that  would 
give  us  an  entrance  to  their  cave.” 

“By  jove!” 

“  ( ireat  catamounts  !” 

Wild’s  partners  slapped  him  on  the  back  simultaneously. 
Neither  of  them  had  dreamed  of  such  an  explanation 


*\to  the  explosions. 

^  Now  it,  seemed  as  plain  as  day. 

Wild  had  figured  on  something  of  the  kind  the  night 
l>efore,  but  he  had  resolved  to  wait  till  daylight  to  express 

\*  an  opinion. 

iy'w,  tha>  hi-. partners  had  declared  that  they  had  heard 
hoTr'  -  below  them,  he  was  satisfied  that  he  was  right. 

1  :e  now  started  for  the  point  Wild  had  indicated. 

*  Voo  better  get  a  lariat,  Jim,”  the  scout  remarked. 

I  \  it  ebon  we  might  have  to  let  ourselves  down  a  bit. 
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It  strikes  me  that  if  we  git  upon  ther  ledge  an’  follow  it 
along  a  bit  we’ll  be  somewhat  higher  than  ther  p’int  we 
want  ter  git  to.” 

“All  right.  I’ll  soon  get  a  lariat,”  and  Jim  hastened 
for  the  camp. 

When  he  arrived  there  he  told  Lieutenant  Snyder  what 
they  intended  to  do,  and  asked  him  to  keep  a  watch  on  the 
ledge.  * 

“If  they  come  out  and  attack  us  you  will  have  a  chance 
to  plug  them,”  he  said. 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply.  “I  will  notify  the  captain 
right  away,  and  he  will  have  his  men  ready.” 

Jim  hurried  over  to  where  Wild  and  Charlie  were  wait¬ 
ing  for  him. 

Then  all  three  hastened  for  the  point  our  hero  had 
picked  out. 

Young  Wild  West  had  made  no  mistake. 

When  they  got  there  he  saw  that  they  would  be  able 
to  climb  up  with  comparative  ease. 

“Up  we  go,  boys!”  he  cried.  “Keep  your  eyes  open, 
for  it  may  be  that  every  move  we  make  is  watched  by  the 
outlaws.” 

They  started  up  the  rugged  ascent. 

In  five  minutes  they  had  reached  the  top. 

A  single  glance  showed  them  that  they  would  be  able 
to  make  their  way  to  a  place  that  was  directly  over  a 
ledge  that  was  about  on  a  level  with  where  they  were 
certain  the  mouth  of  the  passage  leading  into  the  mouth 
of  the  stable  of  the  outlaws’  den  was  the  day  before. 

There  was  a  bend  in  the  ridge,  and  they  could  see  that 
beneath  a  sharp  overhang  there  was  a  ledge  that  extended 
into  a  cave-like  opening. 

“Mark  that  spot  well  in  your  mind,  boys,”  said  Wild. 
“That  is  where  we  want  to  get  if  we  want  to  learn  any¬ 
thing.” 

“I’ve  got  it!”  exclaimed  Charlie.  “I  can’t  miss  it!” 

“Nor  I,  either!”  declared  Jim. 

They  looked  down  and  saw  that  the  cavalrymen  and 
Davy  Driggs  were  watching  their  movements,  and  then 
they  started  along  the  high  ridge. 

They  were  nearly  a  hundred  feet  above  the  level  of 
the  river  now,  and  the  water  sparkled  in  the  sun  as 
though  it  was  interspersed  with  threads  of  gold  and 
silver. 

Picking  their  way  carefully  along,  they  soon  reached 
the  part  of  the  cliff  that  overhung  the  ledge. 

There  was  a  convenient  tree  to  tie  the  lariat  to,  and 
when  he  had  dropped  on  his  stomach  and  peered  over 
and  found  that  the  lariat  would  more  than  reach  to  the 
ledge  below,  Wild  told  Charlie  to  make  it  fast. 

The  scout  did  so. 

“Now,”  said  Wild,  “1  will  go  down  first.” 

“And  T  will  come  next,”  spoke  up  Jim. 

“All  right.  But  we  all  want  to  be  as  silent  as  we 
can,  you  know.” 

“Oh,  ves.” 
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They  were  talking  in  low  whispers,  for  if  any  of  the 
outlaws  were  about  they  dicl  not  want  them  to  hear  them. 

Our  hero  caught  hold  of  the  lariat  and  swung  off  the 
edge  of  the  cliff. 

Then  he  went  down  boldly  for  the  ledge. 

His  feet  soon  rested  on  the  rock,  and  then  lie  turned 
and  let  go  of  the  lariat. 

The  next  instant  a  burly  man  threw  himself  upon  him 
and  tried  to  force  him  from  the  ledge,  but,  though  he 
was  taken  by  surprise,  the  boy  put  up  a  desperate  fight. 

It  was  a  fierce  struggle  on  the  ledge,  with  but  one  chance 
in  a  thousand  to  win. 

But  Wild  never  lost  courage.  As  he  forced  the  villain 
back  he  heard  the  voice  of  Jim  Dart  exclaim: 

“I  am  here.  Wild!” 


CHAPTER  X:  * 

WILD  AND  THE  OUTLAW  CHIE* 

As  the  returning  outlaw’s  under  the 'lead  of  Blake  filed 
into  the  cave,  leading  their  horses,  Captain  Cack  put  on  his 
mask. 

His  quick  eye  .lighted  on  the  forms  of  the  two  girls,  and 
as  they  were  placed  on  a  pile  of  skins  in  one  corner  he 
stepped  over  to  them. 

“They  ain’t  quite  themselves  yet,  cap,”  said  Blake.  “I 
had  ter  use  ther  chloroform  oil  ’em.” 

“  Good !  I  hope  you  didn’t  use  too  much,  though,”  was 
the  reply. 

“Oh,  I  reckon  I  didn’t  do  that,  cap.  They’re  a  good 
ways  from  bein’  dead.  They  know  about  everything  that’s 
goin’  on  now.  It’s  ther  effects  of  ther  stuff  what’s  makin’ 
them  sick  now.  They’ll  be  all  right  as  soon  as  they’ve 
had  a  strong  cup  of  coffee  apiece  and  a  little  sleep.” 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  that.  I  will  just  make  them  com¬ 
fortable,  then,  while  some  one  gets  the  coffee  ready.” 

“We  had  quite  a  time  gittin’  ’em,  cap!” 

“You  did,  eh?” 

“Yes.” 

“How  did  you  manage  it?” 

“Well,  we  was  helped  a  whole  lot.” 

“Helped  a  whole  lot?”  and  the  outlaw  chief  showed 
great  surprise. 

“  Yes.  There  were  some  rocks  in  the  river  that  helped 
us.” 

“How  is  that?” 

“  Well,  ther  blamed  old  house  boat  run  agin’  some  sharp 
rocks  just  afore  we  got  there.  It  was  sinkin’  an’  them 
v’hat  was  on  it  was  gettin’  their  things  ashore  as  fast 
as  they  could.  Ther  wimmen  were  landed  first,  an’  then 
while  ther  men  went  back  ter  git  some  of  their  belong¬ 
ings,  we  simply  grabbed  ther  two  gals  an’  made  off!” 

“Then  you  didn't  have  much  of  a  time  after  all.” 

“I  don't  know  about  that,  cap.  They  fired  at  us  pretty 
hot  an’  we  lost  one  man.” 


“Lost  a  man,  eh?  Why,  1  thought  all  hands  came 

back?”  'sH 

“They  did— ther  ones  I  picked  out  ter  go  with  me;  but 

ther  feller  you  sent  along  ter  ride  back  ahead  of  us  got 
it  just  as  we  started.  One  of  ther  men  on  ther  sinkin’ 
house  boat  dropped  him  stone  dead  from  his  horse.” 

“Ah!”  1 

“It  is  too  bad,  but  it  can’t  be  helped.  Two  of  my  men 
got  slight  wounds.  They’re  over  there  havin’  ’em  fixed 
up  now.” 

He  pointed  to  where  a  couple  of  the  outlaws  were  being 
bandaged  by  some  of  their  companions. 

“I  am  glad  you  met  with  such  good  luck,  Blake.  In 
return  for  your  excelle'nt  service  I  will  appoint  you  my 
lieutenant,  to  take  effect  immediately.” 

“Thank  you,  cap.” 

“Don’t  mention  it.  How,  just  see  that  the  young  ladies 
get  the  strong  coffee  you  spoke  of.” 

A  few  minutes  later  the  coffee  was  brought. 

The  sisters  were  really  sick,  and  this  took  away  soms . 
of  their  fright. 

When  they  were  told  that  the  coffee  "would  surely  make 
them  feel  better  they  drank  it. 

The  effect  was  as  Blake  said  it  would  be. 

They  both  dropped  off  to  sleep. 

Captain  Cack  was  greatly  pleased. 

He  felt  that  his  •  turn  was  coming  again,  and  that  he 
was  destined  to  rule  the  Grand  Canyon  for  a  long  time 

yet-  f 

It  was  while  such  thoughts  were  running  through  his 
head  that  one  of  the  men  came  running  up  to  him  rather 

excitedly. 

“There’s  been  a  cave-in  back  of  the  stable,  cap!”  cried 
the  man,  excitedly. 

“Well,  there’s  nothing  wonderful  about  that,”  was  the 
reply.  “That  is  from  the  effects  of  the  blow-up  last 
night.” 

“  Yes,  cap ;  but  there’s  a  way  to  get  out  on  the  ledge 
now.”  ^ 

Captain  Cack  was  all  attention  now. 

lie  followed  the  man  back  into  the  stable  and  saw  that 
a  fresh  lot  of  dirt  had  tumbled  into  the  place,  and  that 
there  was  quite  a  good-sized  opening  there. 

Just  then  one  of  the  outlaws  stepped  out  of  the  open¬ 
ing,  shaking  the  sand  and  dust  from  himself. 

“Hello,  cap’ii!’  he  exclaimed.  “You  can  git  an  ex¬ 
cellent  view  out  here  now.” 

"You  can,  eh?  Well,  I  guess  I’ll  take  a  look.”  I 

^  011  ^  better,  for  there’s  a  troop  of  cavalry  camped 
on  ther  river  bank.” 

“The  dickens  you  say !  After  us,  I  suppose.  Well,  thev 
will  have  a  time  of  it,  I  guess.” 

Out  through  the  short  passage  that  had  been  so  qiricklv 
formed  the  villain  went,. followed  by  Blake  and  one  of  the 
other  men. 

It  opened  into  a  small  cave  that  was  a  couple  of  feet* 
below  the  level  of  the  ledge. 
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The  three  outlaws  were  soon  at  the  mouth  of  this. 

They  could  see  the  camp  of  the  cavalry  on  the  bank 
of  the  river  directly  opposite. 

And  Captain  Cack  took  note  of  the  fact  that  the  ledge 
was  being  watched  by  them. 

They  took  good  care  not  to  show  themselves,  but  kept 
down  low. 

The  three  had  not  been  there  more  than  a  minute  when 
they  were  surprised  to  see  a  rope  drop  down  from  above. 

Captain  Cack  gave  a  nod. 

‘‘They  are  after  us  !”  he  exclaimed,  in  a  whisper.  “Who¬ 
ever  comes  down  here  must  die.” 

His  companions  gave  a  nod. 

They  were  not  kept  long  in  suspense. 

A  pair  of  feet  suddenly  showed,  and  then  the  outlaw 
captain  pushed  Blake  forward,  with  the  words: 

“Send  him  on  down  the  sharp  rocks  below,  and  then 
get  right  back  here.” 

_  Blake  waited  till  the  feet  of  the  person  struck  the  ledge, 
and  then  started  to  do  the  captain’s  bidding. 

But  it  was  Young  Wild  West  that  he  had  to  deal  with, 
and  when  he  realized  it  some  of  his  nerve  left  him. 

— Tie  failed  to  push  him  off  the  ledge,  and  then  a  struggle 
began.  * 

When  Captain  Cack  saw  the  daring  boy  forcing  his 
lieutenant  toward  the  mouth  of  the  little  cave  he  re¬ 
solved  to  capture  him. 

He  paid  no  attention  to  Jim  Dart,  who  was  descending 
upon  the  lariat,  but  reaching  out,  caught  Blake  and  pulled 
him  down  into  the  cave  with  a  jerk. 

The  action  was  so  unexpected  that  Wild  came  with 

him. 

Before  our  hero  could  recover  himself  he  was  seized  by 
the  captain  and  thrown  to  the  ground. 

Realizing  what  was  required  of  him,  the  other  villain 
flung  himself  upon  and  held  him  powerless. 

“Into  the  cave  with  him!”  whispered  the  outlaw  chief. 
^rAs~quick  as  a  flash  Young  Wild  West  was  whisked 
through  the  short  passage  and  out  of  sight  of  Jim  Dart, 
who  now  stood  on  the  ledge  with  a  revolver  in  either  hand. 

For  the  second  time  our  hero  was  a  captive  in  the 
hands  of  the  outlaws  of  the  Grand  Canyon. 

But  never  once  did  he  lose  his  nerve. 

His  quick  brain  told  him  that  he  was  not  going  to 
be  killed. 

If  they  had  wanted  to  kill  him  they  could  easily  have 
shot  or  stabbed  him  on  the  ledge. 

It  occurred  to  him  that  they  intended  to  hold  him  a 
prisoner  in  order  to  make  some  sort  of  a  deal  with  the 
cavalry,  for  that  the  villains  knew  the  cavalry  was  en- 
camy/.'d  below  he  felt  certain. 

There  was  no  use  in  struggling  against  the  three  of 
them. 

7  ijev  had  him  at  a  disadvantage,  and  that  was  all  there 

wa«  to  it. 

IL  ft rj  dragged  through  the  passage  into  the  stable,  and 
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“Half  a  dozen  of  you  guard  the  hole!”  the  captain  ex¬ 
claimed.  “Shoot  down  all  who  attempt  to  come  through 
it!” 

* 

The  men  flew  to  obey  his  command. 

“Ha!”  cried  Captain  Cack,  when  Wild  had  been  tied 
so  he  could  not  move  his  hands;  “so  we  meet  again,  Young 
Wild  West.” 

“So  it  seems,”  was  the  cool  retort.  “I  see  that  you 
have  got  your  mask  off  this  time,  too.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  know  that  I  am  afraid  to  let  you  see  my 
face.” 

“You  shouldn’t  be — not  when  you  have  got  me  tied.” 

“I  shouldn’t  be  at  any  other  time.” 

“That  means  that  you  would  be  willing  to  fight  it  out 
with  me.” 

“I  assure  you  that  it  would  give  me  much  pleasure  to 
fight  a  duel  with  you  if  it  were  not  for  one  thing.” 

“And  what  is  that,  pray?” 

Our  hero  was  talking  as  calmly  as  though  he  was  merely 
on  a  friendly  visit. 

“I  have  other  use  for  you.” 

“Oh!” 

“Yes.  If  you  expect  to  get  out  of  here  alive  you  must 
arrange  it  so  the  troopers  outside  go  away  and  leave  this 
place  unmolested.” 

“And  what  then?” 

“You  shall  be  spared  death.” 

“I  will  be  allowed. to  go  free?” 

“You  shall  be  spared  death !” 

“That  answer  is  too  vague.  I  might  be  spared  death, 
but  you  might  do  something  to  me  that  would  be  almost 
as  bad  as  killing  me.  I  am  afraid  I  cannot  entertain 
your  proposition.” 

The  brow  of  the  outlaw  chief  darkened. 

“If  it  is  not  arranged  so  the  cavalry  permit  me  and 
my  men  to  depart  from  here  without  molestation  you 
will  die  a  horrible  death,  Young  Wild  West.” 

“See  here,  Captain  Cack!”  cried  Wild,  in  a  ringing 
tone.  “You.  dare  not  kill  me,  and  you  know  it.  You 
know  what  would  happen  to  you  if  you  did.  If  you  have  . 
a  way  of  getting  out  of  this  cave  without  the  cavalry  see¬ 
ing  you  you  had  better  leave  it  at  once.  If  you  remain 
here  you  will  simply  be  meeting  death  halfway.  They 
are  bound  to  have  you,  even  if  they  have  to  blow  the  cave 
up  and  destroy  you.  Your  chance  is  to  get  out  here  at 
once,  and  let  me  go  out  the  way  I  was  brought  in.” 

Captain  Cack  acted  as  though  he  thought  that  was 
about  the  size  of  it,  but  he  was  not  going  to  give  in, 
iust  the  same. 

v 

He  was  as  desperate  a  villain  as  ever  pulled  a  trigger, 
and  he  was  willing  to  take  his  chances  with  death  almost 
any  time. 

“Young  Wild  West,”  said  he,  putting  on  as  impressive 
a  tone  as  he  could  command,  “if  I  am  to  die  you  are  to 
go  with  me.  You  were  brought  here  to  hunt  me  and 
my  gang  out,  and  to  know  that  you  were  to  go  with  me 
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It  is  easy  enough  to  die  if  you  can  only  get  it  fixed  in 
your  mind  that  some  one  whom  you  hate  has  got  to  go 
with  you  1” 

“You  are  quite  a  philosopher,  even  when  death  is  star¬ 
ing  you  in  the  face,”  retorted  Young  Wild  West,  not 
the  least  bit  abashed.  “But  this  is  no  time  for  philosophy. 
When  you  come  to  think  of  it,  it  is  better  to  live  in 
prison  the  rest  of  your  natural  life  than  to  be  hanged 
in  disgrace.” 

“I  don’t  know  whether  it  is  or  not.  But  a  truce  to 
this  talk.  Once  more  I  will  ask  you  if  you  will  draw  off 
the  cavalry,  so  we  may  depart  without  being  molested?” 

Before  our  hero  had  time  to  answer  there  was  a  scream 
from  a  female,  and  the  next  instant  Pearl  Salter  sprang 
to  his  side. 

“Oh,  Young  Wild  West,  what  are  you  doing  here?” 
she  cried. 


CHAPTER  XI 

CAPTAIN  CACK’S  SLIDE  FOR  FREEDOM. 

Jim  Dart  dropped  upon  the  ledge  and  got  his  balance 
just  as  the  three  villains  dragged  Young  Wild  West  from 
his  view. 

Jim  was  more  than  surprised  at  the  sudden  turn  of 
affairs,  but  he  did  not  lose  his  presence  of  mind. 

He  immediately  took  up  his  stand  at  the  mouth  of 
the  opening  and  drew  his  revolvers. 

He  realized  that  if  the  men  came  out  in  a  rush  they  u 
would  be  apt  to  hurl  him  off  the  ledge. 

Consequently,  he  must  not  let  them  get  out. 

He  would  shoot  just  as  fast  as  they  showed  themselves. 

Wild  had  been  seized  and  carried  away  right  before  his 


Wild  was  astonished  at  her  sudden  appearance. 

“Wiry — what  are  you  doing  here?”  he  gasped. 

“I — I — hardly  know,”  she  answered.  “I  remember  of 
being  seized  by  a  lot  of  men,  and  then  I  felt  myself  chok¬ 
ing.  My  sister  and  I  were  brought  here.  Our  boat  was 
sinking,  and  we  were  on  the  shore  with  mother  when  the 
men  seized  us.” 

“It’s  too  bad,”  answered  Wild.  “I  am  very  sorry  that 
you  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  these  scoundrels.  But 
just  keep  up  your  courage.  You  will  be  saved  in  a  short 
time.  The  cavalry  and  my  friends  are  outside.” 

“Enough!”  cried  Captain  Cack,  flying  into  a  rage.  “Go 
whence  you  came,  girl !  I  would  have  you  understand 
that  I  am  master  here.  You  are  my  slave.  Do  as  I 

say,  or  you  shall  be  flogged.  One  would  think  that  you 

* 

were  the  promised  bride  of  the1  impudent  boy  with  the 
long  hair.  Get  back  there  by  your  sister,  or  I’ll - ” 

The  villain  raised  his  hand  as  though  to  strike  her. 

The  girl  made  a  move  as  though  she  was  going  to  obey, 
but  it  was  but  a  bluff  on  her  part. 

As  quick  as  a  flash  she  grabbed  the  knife  that  was  in 
his  belt,  and  then  with  another  quick  stroke,  severed  the 
bonds  that  held  our  hero  powerless  to  act. 

Wild  immediately  took  advantage  of  her  daring  act. 

With  a  panther-like  bound  he  sprang  at  the  outlaw  chief, 
and  with  a  well  directed  blow  sent  him  to  the  floor. 

Before  the  astonished  outlaws  in  the  cave  realized  what 
had  happened  he  seized  the  captain’s  revolvers. 

“Now  1  guess  that  some  one  is  going  to  die,  and  it 
is  not  going  to  be  me !”  he  cried,  in  a  ringing  tone.  “Hey, 
Charlie !  Hey,  Jim,  look  out  for  me!  I’m  coming  out!” 

•  At  this  motnent  Captain  Cack  sprang  to  his  feet. 

“You  will  never  get  out  of  here  alive,  Young  Wild 
West!”  he  hissed. 

“Hold  up  your  hands,  you  miserable  outlaw!” 

The  captain  was  looking  straight  into  the  muzzle  of  a 
shining  revolver  now. 


his  hands. 


eyes. 


He  waited  for  fully  a  minute  after  the  disappearance 
of  our  hero,  and  then  he  ventured  to  turn  and  beckon  to 
the  cavalrymen. 

They  saw  him,  and  when  he  pointed  downward  into  the 
cave  they  very  easily  understood  that  something  was  wrong 
with  Wild. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  saw  the  cavalrymen  hasten  to  get  up 
where  he  was,  and  then  he,  too,  knew  something  had  hap¬ 
pened  to  his  partners. 

“Hello!”  he  called  out. 

For  an  answer  Jim  gave  two  smart  jerks  on  the  lariat. 

This  was  quite  enough  to  make  the  scout  come  sliding 
down  the  rope,  and  when  he  landed  on  the  ledge  and  saw 
Jim  peering  into  the  opening,  his  revolvers  ready  to 
shoot  at  an  instant’s  notice,  he  was  more  than  surprised. 

But  he  was  ready  to  fight  the  instant  he  landed,  and 
shooter  in  hand,  he  hastened  to  Jim’s  side. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  he  asked,  in  a  whisper. 

“Wild’s  gone,”  was  the  reply. 

“Where  to?”  .__s _ _ 

“In  there.” 

“Did  he  fall  in?” 

“No;  he  was  pulled  in.” 

“Ther  outlaws  done  it,  then?” 

“les.  They  were  all  ready  for  him,  and  the  moment 
he  stepped  upon  the  ledge  one  of  ’em  pounced  upon  him.” 

“So  they  yanked  him  in  there,  did  they?” 

“Yes- — three  of  them.” 

“An  they’re  waitin’  for  us  to  come  and  look  for  him. 

I  reckon.” 

“Yes.  Waiting  to  shoot  us  down  the  moment  we  start 
to  go  through  the  passage.” 

“What  do  you  advise  doin’?” 

“Wait  till  Davy  Driggs  and  some  of  the  soldiers  get  * 
here.  Then  well  get  hauled  up  and  look  for  the  rift 
in  the  roof  of  the  cave.  It  must  be  right  around  up  there 
somewhere.” 

“That's  so.  I  never  thought  of  that  before.” 

None  of  the  outlaws  showed  up,  but  as  Charlie  and 
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Jim  listened  they  could  hear  the  mumbling  sound  of 


voices. 


Just  as  they  heard  the  shrill  scream  of  a  female  the  face 

*  of  Davy  Driggs  peered  over  from  above. 

|  “  Hello !”  he  called  out. 

“Haul  me  up!”  answered  Jim,  as  he  took  hold  of  the 

*  lariat  and  looped  it  around  his  body  beneath  his  arms. 

The  next  minute  he  was  being  drawn  upward. 

“You  come  next,  Charlie.  It  isn’t  a  safe  place  for  us 
-  here,”  he  said. 

f“All  right,”  was  the  reply. 

As  soon  as  Dart  was  landed  safely  on  the  ridge  above 
I1,  the  lariat  was  lowered  for  Charlie. 

About  twenty  of  the  troopers  were  up  there  in  charge  of 
Lieutenant  Snyder. 

Jim  explained  matters  to  him  while  the  scout  was 
being  drawn  up. 

The  lieutenant  was  much  astonished. 

.  “We  must  get  him  away  from  the  villains!”  he  ex- 


r~  Claimed. 

“That  we  must,”  was  the  reply.  “The  sooner  the  better, 

-  too.*’ 

W-  When  Charlie  was  landed  on  the  top  of  the  cliff  he  at 

once  began  to  look  about. 

. 

Suddenly  his  eyes  lighted  with  joy. 

“There  it  is!”  he  cried.  “There  is  the  crevice  that 
we  looked  through  yesterday  an’  seen  Wild  an’  ther  lieu¬ 
tenant.  I  knowed  it  must  be  around  here  somewheres.” 

“Oh,  if  wTe  had  only  gone  there,  and  not  let  Wild  go 
down  to  the  ledge  on  the  lariat,”  said  Jim,  with  something- 
like  a  groan. 

“Jest  keep  a  stiff  upper  lip  !”  retorted  the  scout.  “They 
won't  kill  Wild.  They  don’t  dare  to.  They’ll  hold  him 
a  prisoner  to  try  an’  make  some  kind  of  terms  with  us. 
*  Boys,  I  reckon  that  ther  finish  of  ther  outlaws  is  close 

at  hand !” 

He  led  the  way  along  the  top  of  the  ridge  a  few  feet, 
"  and  then  dropped  down  on  a  comparatively  flat  surface. 
*"“>  YFart  of  the  split  through  the  rock  that  went  around 
in  a  semi-circle  was  no  longer  there,  but  a  mass  of  broken 
(rock  and  dirt  was  there  instead. 

“That  is  what  happened  when  we  heard  the  explosions,” 
said  the  lieutenant,  in  a  whisper. 

“I  reckon  so,”  nodded 'the  scout.  “Ther  measly  coyotes 

* 

I  have  played  a  great  game,  but  their  finish  is  close  at  hand 


He  had  reached  the  spot  where  he  had  looked  through 
the  day  before,  and  dropping  upon  his  knees,  he  leaned 
over  and  peered  below. 

What  was  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  surprise  to  see  Young 
Wild  West  standing  before  Captain  Cack  with  leveled  re- 

*  volvers. 

The  band-  of  the  outlaw  chief  were  raised  over  his  head, 
and  Ao-t  of  the  villains  he  could  see  were  looking  on 
9  u  Jure  founded  amazement. 

Then  * i ; e  eves  of  the  scout  lighted  on  the  girl. 

He  v/a-  roach  mystified  at  it  all,  but  he  was  bound  to 

4/  ' 


help  the  daring  Prince  of  the  Saddle,  so  he  bawled  out, 
as  loudly  as  he  could : 

“Whoopee!  We’ll  be  all  right  with  you,  Wild!” 

Never  had  he  spoken  truer  words. 

At  that  very  instant  there  was  a  cracking  sound,  and 
then  the  roof  of  the  cave  gave  way,  and  down  went  the 
scout  and  half  the  cavalrymen  into  the  cave  below. 

Some  of  them  went  sprawling,  and  others  landed  on 
their  feet,  but  all  were  lucky  enough  to  escape  being 
crushed  with  the  falling  mass  of  rock  and  dirt. 

When  this  unexpected  thing  happened  the  outlaws 
thought  it  was  all  up  with  them. 

They  thought  it  had  been  arranged  by  their  enemies 
to  effect  an  entrance  in  that  wTay. 

They  rushed  pell  mell  to  the  farther  end  of  the  cave, 
leaving  their  captain  standing  before  Young  Wild  West, 
who  had  not  stirred  a  peg  when  the  roof  caved  in  with 
his  friends. 

“I  guess  we  know  who  is  on  top  now,  Captain  Cack,” 
said  our  hero,  not  taking  his  eyes  from  the  villain’s  face. 

The  outlaw  was  doing  his  best  to  regain  his  presence 
of  mind  and  made  no  retort,  however. 

“If  you  had  taken  my  advice  how  much  better  off  you 
would  have  been,”  went  on  the  boy. 

This  brought  the  villain  to  his  senses. 

All  his  old  time  nerve  was  restored  to  him  instantly. 

“You  haven’t  got  me  yet,  Young  Wild  West!”  he  cried, 
and  then  dropping  to  the  ground,  he  rolled  over  the  mass 
of  broken  rock  and  dirt  and  reached  the  place  where  the 
horses  were  kept. 

Wild  thought  he  had  him  dead  to  rights,  to  use  the  ex¬ 
pression,  and  was  not  looking  for  any  such  move  from 
him. 

Standing  there  with  his  hands  over  his  head,  as  the  vil¬ 
lain  had  been,  it  seemed  that  he  had  surrendered. 

But  Captain  Cack  was  one  of  the  most  desperate  vil¬ 
lains  the  wild  West  has  ever  produced. 

When  he  was  in  full  possession  of  his  faculties  he  was 
not  the  one  Jo  give  in  without  a  fight. 

He  might  make  out  that  he  gave  in,  but  he  would  never 
do  it. 

Nothing  short  of  death  itself  would  make  him  surrender. 

The  villain  had  been  divested  of  his  knife,  but  that 
did  not  deter  him  from  running  for  his  life. 

He  reached  the  hole  that  led  out  upon  the  ledge,  and 
as  a  rat  takes  to  safety,  so  did  he. 

When  he  ran  out  upon  the  ledge  it  looked  as  though  he 
was  cornered,  but  lie  was  not  going  to  give  up. 

'The  lariat  had  been  hauled  up,  so  there  was  no  way  to 
get  to  the  top  of  the  ridge. 

Anyhow,  to  get  up  there  would  be  running  into  the 
arms  of  the  cavalrymen,  for  they  were  up  there  in  full 
force. 

Captain  Cack  looked  around  with  fear  and  desperation 
marked  on  his  face. 

Then  he  noticed  something  that  had  escaped  the  eyes 
of  Wild  and  his  partners. 
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lie  saw  that  the  ledge  extended  along  for  a  dozen  yards 
and  ended  abruptly  at  the  beginning  of  a  steep  descent. 

It  was  sixty  feet  to  the  level  ground  below,  if  it  was 
an  inch,  and  to  attempt  to  walk  or  run  down  would  have 
been  naught  but  extreme  folly. 

There  was  only  one  way  to  do  it,  and  that  was  to  slide ! 

If  he  got  to  the  bottom  without  any  broken  bones  it 
would  be  almost  a  miracle. 

But  the  outlaw  chief  felt  that  it  was  his  only  chance. 

He  looked  in  every  direction  like  a  hunted  stag,  and 
becoming  convinced  that  there  was  no  other  way  to  escape, 
lie  boldly  stepped  over  and  allowed  his  body  to  go  shoot¬ 
ing  downward. 

It  was  a  fearful  trip  to  the  level  below  over  that  smooth 
surface  of  rock,  but  it  lasted  less  than  two  seconds. 

Then  Captain  Cack  landed  with  a  jar  that  took  the 
breath  from  his  body. 

“Ha!”  he  gasped,  as  he  struggled  to  his  feet,  and  then 
looked  ahead  and  saw  the  horses  of  the  cavalrymen.  “I 
guess  I  am  worth  a  dozen  dead  men  yet.” 

There  was  one  lone  man  guarding  the  horses,  and  the 
outlaw  bounded  forward  on  his  tip-toes. 

The  soldier  was  looking  above,  trying  to  see  what  his 
companions  were  up  to,  when  all  of  a  sudden  he  was 
pounced  upon  and  borne  to  the  ground. 

He  received  a  blow  in  the  face  that  made  him  see  stars, 
and  then  his  weapons  were  torn  from  him. 

By  the  time  the  cavalryman  had  recovered  himself 
Captain  Cack  had  mounted  the  nearest  horse  and  was 
galloping  from  the  spot. 

“They  may  drive  me  out  of  the  Grand  Canyon,”  he 
muttered,  “but  I  won’t  go  far  until  I  have  had  revenge 
on  Young  Wild  West !  That  young  upstart  must  die  before 
I  will  be  satisfied.” 

That  was  where  the  villain  made  a  mistake. 

If  he  had  gone  right  ahead  it  is  possible  that  he  might 
have  got  away. 

But  his  hate  was  so  great  that  it  made  him  forget  his 
caution. 

Straight  along  the  trail  that  led  to  Godfrey  the  villain 
rode. 

He  was  known  in  the  little  town  as  a  sort  of  a  sport,  and 
he  knew  he  would  be  safe  there  until  the  cavalry  got  there 
with  Young  Wild  West. 

Captain  Cack  had  not  covered  more  than  three  or  four 
miles  before  he  met  two  men  coming  forward  on  horse¬ 
back. 

Each  of  them  had  a  rifle  in  his  hand,  and  they  looked 
very  determined. 

They  were  William  Salter  and  his  son  Bill ! 

They  had  started  out  to  find  the  two  girls  that  had  been 
torn  from  them  in  such  a  sudden  manner. 

Captain  Cack  recognized  them  instantly. 

He  had  met  and  conversed  with  the  whole  family  the 
day  before,  and  they  had  no  idea  that  he  was  the  leader 
of  the  very  hand  that  had  stolen  Agnes  and  Pearl.  * 


“Where  are  you  going  in  such  a  hurry?”  he  asked,  as 
he  reined  in  the  steed  he  rode. 

“I’m  looking  for  my  gals,”  answered  the  elder  Salter. 
“An  outlaw  gang  has  got  ’em.” 

“What!”  exclaimed  the  villain,  affecting  great  surprise. 
“Outlaws  have  stolen  your  two  daughters,  did  you  say?” 

“That's  just  the  size  of  it,  Cap,”  spoke  up  the  younger 
man.  “They  pitched  on  us  jest  as  our  house  boat  got 
wrecked,  an’  they  got  away  with  Agnes  an'  Pearl  afore 
we  knowed  it.  ’They  left  my  mother  faintin’  on  ther  river 
bank.  It’s  «a  wonder  to  me  ‘that  they  didn't  take  her, 
too.”  *  *  [Zjk 

“Where  is  your  mother?”  asked  the  outlaw,  who  had 
become  quite  well  acquainted  with  them  the  day  before 
when  he  went  out  to  have  a  look  at  the  two  sisters. 

“She  an’  grandfather’s  gone  on  to  look  fur  help  from 
ther.  soldiers  at  ther  settlement  that’s  down  ther  river 
a  ways.  They’ve  got  ther  cow  hitched  to  ther  wagon,  but 
1  don’t  believe  they’ll  get  along  very  fast  with  her.” 

“Did  you  get  all  your  things  off  the  boat?” 

“No.  We  didn’t  have  time.  We  got  a  few  of  the  lighter 
things,  though,  an’  grandpop  has  got  our  money  with 
him.”  _ 

“Ah!  You  were  lucky.” 

As  Captain  Cack  said  this  it  occurred  to  him  that  he 
had  better  overtake  the  old  man  and  the  woman  before 
they  got  to  Godfrey  and  relieve  the  old  fellow  of  the 
money.  • 

He  had  his  mask  with  him,  and  it  would  be  no  trouble  to 
put  it  on  and  pass  off  as  a  highwayman. 

“Well,  I  will  ride  along  and  look  up  some  help  for 
you,”  -he  exclaimed.  “It  is  about  time  that  finish  was 
put  to  the  outlaw  business  around  these  diggings.” 

“That’s  right!”  cried  William  Salter.  ,! 

Captain  Cack  rode  hard,  and  about  two  miles  from  the 
military  post  he  came  in  sight  of  the  cow  hitched  to  the 
wagon. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Wild  could  easily  .have  brought  down  the  outlaw  captain 
with  a  shot  from  his  revolver,  but  his  quick  eye  told  him 
where  the  villain  was  making  for,  and  knowing  that  the 
rope  had  been  hauled  up  to  the  top  of  the  cliff,  he  felt 
that  the  desperate  man  could  be  captured  at  their  leisure. 

So  he  turned  his  attention  to  the  gang  that  had  ga¬ 
thered  in  the  farther  end  of  the  eave. 

Those  of  the  cavalrymen  who  had  entered  the  cave  in 
such  a  sudden  and  unexpected  manner  now  had  the  scoun¬ 
drels  covered  with  their  carbines. 

Some  of  the  outlaws  were  sullen  and  morose,  and  others 
were  defiant  in  their  looks. 

But  none  of  them  offered  to  put  up  a  fight. 
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|  One  of  the  soldiers  had  notified  those  above  of  what 
had  occurred,  and  one  by  one  they  kept  dropping-  into  the 

*  oave,  until  all  but  two  or  three  were  there 

"Gentlemen,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  walking  toward 
the  group,  “what  is  it  going  to  be — surrender  or  fight  ?” 

*  There  was  no  answer. 

1§  “You  want  to  make  up  your  minds,  and  pretty  quickly,” 
resumed.  “I  am  not  in  the  humor  to  be  trifled  with.” 

3m  j^ie  *W0  S^ers  were  now  standing  near  the  eavalry- 
t ,  .men,  the  eldest  about  as  close  as  she  could  get  to  Lieu¬ 
tenant  Snyder. 

The?  were  remarkably  cool  now,  though  both  felt  the 
effects  of  the  drug  that  had  been  administered  to  them. 
?C  “Did  you  ever  see  any  one  as  cool  and  fearless  as  Young 
l  Wild  West  is?”  remarked  Agnes  to  the  lieutenant, 

“I  never  did,”  was  the  quick  reply.  “ Though  he  is 
a  nothing  more  than  a  boy  in  years,  he  would  make  one 
o£the  greatest  generals  this  country  ever  knew  if  his  mind 
"oTjsV  ran  in  a  military  way.” 

I  °ur  hem  was  walking  right  up  to  the  villains  now. 

*  ^'*Smce  I  have  received  no  answer,  I  now  command  you 

to  ^d  y°ur  hands  above  your  heads  and  keep  them 
_ there  until  I  tell  you  to  put  them  down!  The  man  who 
has  not  obeyed  when  I  count  three  will  drop  with  a  bullet 
through  his  heart.  One  !” 

All  but  two  of  the  outlaws  lifted  their  hands 
“Two!” 

One  of  the  remaining  ones  complied. 

Sj%  The  onl}  one  who  had  failed  to  obey,  so  far,  was  Blake, 

*  the  newly  appointed  lieutenant  of  the  band. 

The  muzzle  of  \oung  Wild  West’s  revolver  was  on  a  level 
with  his  heart  now. 

Sfj'  “Three!” 

Blake  was  not  going  to  take  any  further  risk. 

Up  went  his  hands. 

“Just  in  time,  old  fellow!”  'remarked  our  hero.  “Half 
a  second  more  and  you  would  have  been  a  dead  outlaw. 

miss  when  I  fire,  and  I  have  you  covered.” 

I  “I’ll  give  in!”  growled  the  villain.  “I  ain’t  no  hog, 
flan7  know  when  I’ve  got  enough.” 

“It  took  you  quite  awhile  to  find  it  out,  though.  You 
I  went  the  full  limit,  which  shows  that  you  have  got  plenty 
mw  nerve.  Xow,  then,  Captain  Knoll,  you  will  please  send 

'f'me  of  your  men  around  to  disarm  these  villains  and  bind 
their  hands  behind  them.” 

r*£^t,  Mr.  West,”  and  the  captain  gave  the  order. 

In  about  ten  minutes  it  was  all  done. 

The  whole  band,  with  the  exception  of  the  leader,  were 

prisoners. 

*Xow,  sir,”  and  Wild  turned  his  gaze  upon  Blake,  “1 
•want  you  to  lead  the  way  out  of  here.  We  will  bring  the 
hone s  along,  so  you  can  all  ride  when  we  leave.” 

►  l  Bpo se  I  might  as  well  do  it,”  was  the  surly  rejoinder, 

cause  you’ll  rind  ther  way  anyhow.” 

Vvith  ffUT  hero  at  his  side,  the  villain  led  the  way  through 
*.t he  eeguLr  outlet  of  the  cave. 
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laws,  they  marveled  at  the  way  the  outlaws  had  succeeded 
m  hiding  themselves. 

the  sanded  rocks  and  the  bellows  that  were  used  to 
obliterate  the  tracks  were  wonders  in  their  way  and  as 
Blake  condescended  to  explain  it  all  to  them,  it’  was  in- 
deed  interesting  to  listen  to  him. 

In  a  minute  or  two  they  were  out  on  the  trail. 

Then  the  man  who  had  been  left  by  Captain  Knoll  to 
watch  the  camp  called  out  to  them,  wildly. 

Wild  and  the  captain  hastened  to  see  what  the  trouble 
was  with  him. 

Alien  he  told  them  what  had  happened  our  hero  went 
at  once  to  look  for  his  horse. 

“He  has  a  good  fifteen  minutes  start  of  me,”  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  “but  I  will  overhaul  him.  I  made  up  my  mind 
that  this  was  to  be  a  fight  to  the  finish  with  the  outlaws, 
and  it  will  be  until  he  is  killed  or  corralled.  I  am  off,' 
bo\s !  Tou  can  follow  at  your  leisure.” 

Away  went  the  spirited  sorrel  like  an  arrow  from  a 
bow. 

If  there  was  a  horse  living  that  could  overhaul  the  out¬ 
law  chief  in  a  short  time  it  was  Spitfire. 

A  ild  had  been  told  the  direction  the  villain  had  taken, 
and  that  was  all  he  required  just  then. 

He  let  his  horse  go  at  the  top  of  his  speed,  and  the 
ground  was  covered  rapidly. 

The  boy  kept  on  the  watch  for  some  place  where  the 
villain  might  have  turned  off,  but  as  the  miles  were  cov¬ 
ered  he  saw  none. 

“He  is  sticking  to  the  trail,”  he  muttered.  “Well,  ac¬ 
cording  to  that  he  is  heading  straight  for  the  settlement, 
where  the  military  quarters  are.  I  can’t,  understand  that.' 

but  it  is  in  my  head  that  he  is  going  there,  so  I  will  keep 
right  on.” 

When  our  hero  had  covered  a  couple  of  miles  he  met 
William  Salter  and  his  son  Bill. 

He  reined  in  his  foaming  steed  and  asked  if  they  had 
met  a  horseman. 

“Oh,  yes,”  answered  the  son.  “A  fellow  just  went  by 
not  more  than  five  minutes  ago.” 

“All  right.-  Keep  right  on  and  you  will  meet  your 
daughters,  Mr.  Salter.  They  are  safe,  and  coming  this 
way  with  the  cavalry.” 

That  was  all  the  boy  said. 

Then  he  let  his  horse  out  again. 

He  had  been  gaining  rapidly  on  Captain  Cack,  and  now 
the  outlaw  was  only  five  minutes  ahead  of  him. 

Mile  after  mile  was  covered,  and  presently  Young  Wild 
West  came  in  sight  of  the  wagon  that  was  being  drawn 
by  the  cow. 

He  did  not  know  just  how  near  he  was  to  the  settlement, 
noi  did  he  know  exactly  to  whom  the  queer  turnout  be¬ 
longed. 

As  he  neared  it  he  suddenly  observed  a  horseman  rid¬ 
ing  at  the  side  of  the  wagon. 

One  glance  at  him  and  lie  saw  that  it  was  Captain  Cack ! 

*11  T*  h  AtiA  lw  1 
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outlaw  chief  draw  a  revolver  and  present  it  at  some  one 
in  the  wagon. 

“Stop!”  he  thundered.  “Hold  up  your  hands,  Captain 
Cack!” 

As  quick  as  a  flash  the  surprised  scoundrel  wheeled  his 
horse  around. 

“Never,  Young  Wild  West!”  he  shrieked.  “I  have 
sworn  to  kill  you,  and  I  will  do  it !” 

Urging  his  horse  to  the  top  of  its  speed  the  villain 
came  to  meet  our  hero. 

Crack ! 

Captain  Cack  fired  a  shot  as  they  came  close  together, 
but  Wild  anticipated  the  move,  and  a  quick  swerve  to 
the  right  caused  the  bullet  to  miss  him  by  a  full  yard. 

Crack ! 

It  was  our  hero  who  fired  this  time. 

The  shooter  dropped  from  the  hand  of  the  outlaw 
chief,  and  his  arm  dropped  limp  at  his  side. 

Both  horses  now  came  to  a  temporary  halt. 

Captain  Cack  was  not  done  yet,  however. 

There  had  only  been  a  single  revolver  in  the  equip¬ 
ment  of  the  guard  he  had  succeeded  in  disarming,  but 
there  was  an  ugly  looking  short  cavalry  sword  hanging  to 
the  belt. 

He  drew  this,  determined  to  do  or  die. 

“You  may  as  well  give  in,  Captain  Cack,”  said  our  hero, 
as  he  calmly  dodged  the  stroke  made  by  him.  “You  are 
going  to  be  my  prisoner.” 

“You  can’t  take  me!” 

“W,e  will  see  about  that.” 

The  boy  quickly  unslung  his  rifle  and  grasped  the  bar¬ 
rel  by  both  hands,  holding  the  bridle  rein  in  his  teeth. 

The  well  trained  sorrel  knew  how  to  avoid  the  rush  of 
an  adversary  almost  as  well  as  the  rider  did. 

Twice  the  outlaw  chief  urged  his  horse  forward  and 
made  lunges  at  Wild  with  the  sword. 

Each  time  he  made  a  bad  miss  of  it. 

“I  am  not  going  to  fool  any  longer,  Captain  Cack!” 
exclaimed  the  daring  boy.  “Are  you  going  to  surrender 
or  not?” 

“I  will  never  surrender!” 

“Then  I  will  take  you,  anyhow!” 

The  butt  of  the  rifle  in  Wild’s  hand  swung  around  and 
caught  the  outlaw  on  the  wrist.  . 

There  was  a  snap,  and  the  sword  fell  from  his  hand. 

He  plunged  the  spurs  deep  into  the  horse’s  flanks 
and  yelled  for  it  to  go  ahead.  Straight  for  the  river  the 
maddened  animal  plunged. 

Just  as  it  was  about  to  leap  into  the  water  a  rifle  cracked. 

The  arms  of  Captain  Cack  flew  up,  and  he  fell  forward 
and  rolled  from  the  horse  just  as  it  struck  the  water. 

“1  couldn’t  help  droppin’  him.  Young  Wild  West,” 
said  Grandpop  Salter,  as  he  stepped  forward  with  his 
smoking  rifle  in  bis  hand.  “You  see,  1  sorter  thought  be 
orter  go  under.  1  reckon  I  didn’t  make  no  mistake, 
did  I?”  *5 

_  Hint  vou  did,”  answered  Wild,  shnicrffim? 


his  shoulders.  “Still,  I  would  have  liked  to  have  taken 
the  fellow  alive.  He  was  the  leader  of  the  gang  that  stole 
your  granddaughters.” 

“Is  that  so?  Well,  this  feller  sorter  fooled  us  a  little 
yesterday.  He  was  goin’  ter  rob  us  just  as  you  came  up. 
Had  ther  drop  on  us,  an’  I  was  thinkin’  I  had  better 
give  him  the  money  I  had.  That’s  why  I  dropped  him 
just  as  ther  horse  went  into  ther  river.  Jove,  if  ther 
critter  ain’t  cornin’  back  here,  I’ll  be  jiggered!” 

Grandpop  Salter  caught  the  bridle  as  the  beast  clam¬ 
bered  out  upon  the  bank. 

It  was  more  than  half  an  hour  before  the  rest  of  the 
party  did  get  there,  but  when  they  did  everything  was 
all  right. 

The  grandfather  and  mother  welcomed  the  girls  gladly, 
and  when  they  had  listened  to  their  tales  of  what  had 
occurred  they  were  much  surprised. 

Then  the  entire  party  rode  on  until  they  came  to  the 
town. 

The  outlaws  were  turned  over  to  the  proper  authorities 
and  were  duly  tried  by  courtmartial  and  shot. 

The  crimes  against  them  were  many,  so  they  were  do . 
serving  of  their  fate. 

Young  Wild  West  had  accomplished  what  the  entire 
military  force  of  that  section  had  failed  to  do. 

They  had  been  working  to  put  down  the  outlaws  for 
months,  but  it  had  only  taken  him  two  short  days  to 
do  it. 

Of  course  the  troopers  had  been  of  great  assistance  to 
him ;  but  it  is  safe  to  say  that  the  villains  would  never  have 
been  caught  but  for  his  coolness  and  daring. 

We  might  mention  the  fact  that  the  Salter  family  con¬ 
cluded  to  stop  at  Godfrey  for  a  few  weeks. 

This  was  upon  the  urgent  request  of  Lieutenant  Snyder,  * 
who  was  making  great  headway  with  his  courtship  of 
Agnes  Salter. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  and  Davy  Driggs,  • 
the  cowboy,  remained  in  Grand  Canyon  for  a  weekMrhcK  ' 
then  they  set  out  for  Weston. 

There  are  certain  times  when  a  person  is  likely  to  think  k 
that  “There  Is  No  Place  Like  Home“  and  Young  Wild 

7  O 

West  was  no  exception. 
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177  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wonderful  Feat ;  or,  The  Taming  of  Black  Beauty. 
17S  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Struggle ;  or,  Downing  a  Senator. 

179  Fred  Fearnot’s  Jubilee  ;  or,  New  Era’s  Greatest  Day. 

180  Fred  Fearnot  and  Samson;  or,  “Who  Runs  This  Town?” 

181  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Rioters;  or,  Backing  Up  the  Sheriff. 

182  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Stage  Robber ;  or,  His  Chase  for  a  Stolen 

Diamond. 

183  Fred  Fearnot  at  Cripple  Creek ;  or,  The  Masked  Fiends  of  the 

Mines. 

184  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Vigilantes ;  or,  Up  Against  the  Wrong 

Man. 

185  Fred  Fearnot  in  New  Mexico ;  or,  Saved  by  Terry  Olcott. 

186  Fred  Fearnot  in  Arkansas ;  or,  The  Queerest  of  All  Adventures. 

187  Fred  Fearnot  in  Montana  ;  or,  The  Dispute  at  Rocky  Hill. 

188  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Mayor ;  or,  The  Trouble  at  Snapping 

Shoals. 
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Fred  Fearnot’s  Big  Hunt ;  or,  Camping  on  the  Columbia  River. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Hard  Experience ;  or,  Roughing  it  at  Red  Gulch. 
Fred  Fearnot  Stranded  ;  or,  How  Terry  Olcott  Lost  the  Money. 
Fred  Fearnot  in  the  Mountains ;  or,  Held  at  Bay  by  Bandits. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Terrible  Risk ;  or,  Terry  Olcott's  Reckless  Ven¬ 
ture. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Last  Card ;  or,  The  Game  that  Saved  His  Life. 
Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Professor ;  or.  The  Man  Who  Knew  it  All. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Big  Scoop ;  or,  Beating  a  Thousand  Rivals. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Raiders ;  or,  Fighting  for  His  Belt. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Risk ;  or,  One  Chance  in  a  Thousand. 

Fred  Fearnot  as  a  Sleuth  ;  or,  Running  Down  a  Slick  Villain. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  New  Deal ;  or,  Working  for  a  Banker. 

Fred  Fearnot  in  Dakota ;  or,  The  Little  Combination  Ranch. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Road  Agents ;  or,  Terry  Olcott’s  Cool 
Nerve. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Amazon ;  or,  The  Wild  Woman  of  the 
Plains. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Training  School ;  or,  How  to  Make  a  Living. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Stranger ;  or,  The  Long  Man  who  was 
Short. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Old  Trapper ;  or,  Searching  for  a  Lost 
Cavern. 

Fred  Fearnot  in  Colorado ;  or,  Running  a  Sheep  Ranch. 

Fred  Fearnot  at  the  Ball ;  or,  The  Girl  in  the  Green  Mask. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Duellist ;  or,  The  Man  Who  Wanted  to 
Fight. 

Fred  Fearnot  on  the  Stump ;  or,  Backing  an  Old  Veteran. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  New  Trouble ;  or,  Up  Against  a  Monopoly. 

Fred  Fearnot  as  Marshal ;  or,  Commanding  the  Peace. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  “Wally” ;  or,  The  Good ,  Natured  Bully  of 
Badger. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Miners ;  or,  The  Trouble  At  Coppertown. 
Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Blind  Tigers”  :  or,  !  ore  Ways  Than  One. 
Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Hindoo;  or,  The  Wonderful  Juggler  at 
_/■  Coppertown. 

Fred  Fearnot  Snow  Bound ;  or,  Fun  with  Pericles  Smith. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Fire  Fight ;  or,  Rescuing  a  Prairie  School. 
Fred  Fearnot  in  New  Orleans ;  or,  Up  Against  the  Mafia. 


220  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Haunted  House ;  or,  Unraveling  a  Great 

Mystery. 

221  Fred  Fearnot  on  the  Mississippi ;  or,  The  Blackleg's  Murderous 

Plot. 

222  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wolf  Hunt ;  or,  A  Battle  for  Life  in  the  Dark. 

223  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Greaser”  ;  or,  The  Fight  to  Death  with 

Lariats. 

224  Fred  Fearnot  in  Mexico  ;  or,  Fighting  the  Revolutionists. 

225  Fred  Fearnot’s  Daring  Bluff;  or,  The  Nerve  that  Saved  His  Life. 

226  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Grave  Digger ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Ceme¬ 

tery. 

227  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wall  Street  Deal ;  or,  Between  the  Bulls  and  the 

Bears. 

228  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Mr.  Jones” ;  or,  The  Insurance  Man  in 

Trouble. 

229  Fred  Fearnot’s  Big  Gift :  or,  A  Week  at  Old  Avon. 

230  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Witch”  ;  or.  Exposing  an  Old  Fraud. 

231  Fred  Fearnot’s  Birthday ;  or,  A  Big  Time  at  New  Era. 

232  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Sioux  Chief ;  or,  Searching  for  a  Lost 

Girl. 

233  Fred  Fearnot’s  Mortal  Enemy  ;  or,  The  Man  on  the  Black  Horse. 

234  Fred  Fearnot  at  Canyon  Castle ;  or.  Entertaining  His  Friends. 

235  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Commanche ;  or,  Teaching  a  Redskin  a 

Lesson. 

236  Fred  Fearnot  Suspected ;  or,  Trailed  by  a  Treasury  Sleuth. 

237  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Promoter ;  or,  Breaking  Up  a  Big  Scheme. 

238  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Old  Grizzly”  ;  or,  The  Man  Who  Didn’t  Know. 

239  Fred  Fearnot's  Rough  Riders  :  or,  Driving  Out  the  Squatters. 

240  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Black  Fiend  ;  or,  Putting  Down  a  Riot. 

241  Fred  Fearnot  in  Tennessee  ;  or,  The  Demon  of  the  Mountains. 

242  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Terror”  ;  or,  Calling  Down  a  Bad  Man. 

243  Fred  Fearnot  in  West  Virginia ;  or,  Helping  the  Revenue  Agents. 

244  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Athletes ;  or,  A  Great  Charity  Tour. 

245  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strange  Adventure ;  or,  The  Queer  Old  Man  of  the 

Mountain. 

246  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  League ;  or,  Up  Against  a  Bad  Lot. 

247  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wonderful  Race  ;  or,  Beating  a  Horse  on  Foot. 

248  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Wrestler ;  or,  Throwing  a  Great  Champion. 

249  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Bankrupt ;  or.  Ferreting  Out  a  Fraud. 

250  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  Redskin ;  or,  Trailing  a  Captured  Girl. 

251  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Greenhorn”  ;  or,  Fooled  for  Once  in  His 

Life. 

252  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Bloodhounds ;  or,  Tracked  by  Mistake. 

253  Fred  Fearnot’s  Boy  Scouts ;  or,  Hot  Times  in  the  Rockies. 

254  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Waif  of  Wall  Street ;  or,  A  Smart  Boy 

Broker. 

255  Fred  Fearnot’s  Buffalo  Hunt ;  or,  The  Gamest  Boy  in  the  West. 

256  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Mill  Boy ;  or,  A  Desperate  Dash  for  Life. 

257  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Trotting  Match  ;  or,  Beating  the  Record. 

258  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Hidden  Marksman ;  or,  The  Mystery  of 

Thunder  Mountain. 

259  Fred  Fearnot’s  Boy  Champion ;  or,  Fighting  for  His  Rights. 

260  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Money  King ;  or,  A  Big  Deal  in  Wall 

Street.  , 

261  Fred  Fearnot’s  Gold  Hunt ;  or,  The  Boy  Trappers  of  Goose  Lake. 

262  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Ranch  Boy ;  or,  Lively  Times  with  the 

Broncho  Busters. 

263  Fred  Fearnot  after  the  Sharpers ;  or,  Exposing  a  Desperate 

Game. 

264  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Firebugs ;  or,  Saving  a  City. 

265  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  Lumber  Camps ;  or,  Hustling  in  the  Back- 

woods. 

266  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Orphan ;  or,  The  Luck  of  a  Plucky  Boy. 

267  Fred  Fearnot  at  Forty  Mile  Creek ;  or,  Knocking  About  in  the 

West. 

268  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Boy  Speculator;  or,  From  a  Dollar  to  a 

Million. 
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No.  160.  NEW  YORK,  JANUARY  22,  1904.  Price  5  Cents. 


THE  LIBERTY 


A  Weekly  Magazine  containing  Stories  of  the  American  Revolution. 


I  By  HARRY  MOORE. 

b  These  stories  are  based  on  actual  ■  facts  and  give  a  faithful 
account  of  the  exciting  adventures  of  a  brave  band  of  American 
youths  who  were  always  ready  and  willing  to  imperil  their  lives 
for  the  sake  of  helping  along  the  gallant  cause  of  Independence. 
Every  number  will  consist  of  32  large  pages  of  reading  matter, 
bound  in  a  beautiful  colored  cover. 


LATEST  ISSUES: 
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82  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Georgia  Giant ;  or,  A  Hard  Man  to 

Handle. 

83  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dead  Line  ;  or,  "Cross  it  if  You  Dare !” 

84  The  Liberty  Boys  “Hoo-Dooed”  ;  or,  Trouble  at  Every  Turn. 

So  The  Liberty  Boys’  Leap  for  Life  ;  or,  The  Light  that  Led  Them. 

80  The  Liberty  Boys’  Indian  Friend ;  or,  The  Redskin  who  Fought  for 
Independence. 

87  The  Liberty  Boys  “Going  it  Blind”  ;  or,  Taking  Big  Chances. 

88  The  Liberty  Boys’  Black  Band  ;  or,  Bumping  the  British  Hard. 

89  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Hurry  Call” ;  or,  A  Wild  Dash  to  Save  a 

Friend. 

90  The  Liberty  Boys’  Guardian  Angel ;  or,  The  Beautiful  Maid  of  the 

Mountain. 

91  The  Liberty  Boys’  Brave  Stand  ;  or,  Set  Back  but  Not  Defeated. 

92  The  Liberty  Boys  “Treed”  ;  or,  Warm  Work  in  the  Tall  Timber. 

93  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dare  ;  or,  Backing  the  British  Down. 

94  The  Liberty  Boys’  Best  Blows ;  or,  Beating  the  British  at  Benning- 
'  ‘4  ton. 

95  The  Liberty  Boys  in  New  Jersey  ;  or,  Boxing  the  Ears  of  the  Brit¬ 

ish  Lion. 

96  The  Liberty -Boys’  Daring:  or.  Not  Afraid  of  Anything. 

97  The  Liberty  Boys’  Long  March ;  or,  The  Move  that  Puzzled  the 

British. 

98  The  Liberty  Boys’  Bold  Front :  or,  Hot  Times  on  Harlem  Heights. 

99  The  Liberty  Boys  in  New  York ;  or,  Helping  to  Hold  the  Great 

City. 

100  The  Liberty  Boys’  Big  Risk ;  or,  Ready  to  Take  Chances. 

101  The  Liberty  Boys’  Drag-Net ;  or,  Hauling  the  Redcoats  In. 

102  The  Liberty  Boys’  Lightning  Work  ;  or,  Too  Fast  for  the  British. 

103  The  Liberty  Boys’  Lucky  Blunder ;  or,  The  Mistake  that  Helped 

Them. 

jAg  The  Liberty  Boys’  Shrewd  Trick';  or,  Springing  a  Big  Surprise. 

106  Liberty  Boys’  Cunning ;  or,  Outwitting  the  Enemy. 

vo7  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Big  Hit”  :  or,  Knocking  the  Redcoats  Out. 

5  |  Liberty  Boys  “Wild  Irishman” ;  or,  A  Lively  Lad  from 

ins  Thfublin. 

A  Liberty  Boys’  Surprise ;  or,  Not  Just  What  They  Were  Look- 

109  For. 

110  Th®  Liberty  Boys’  Treasure ;  or,  A  Lucky  Find, 
e  Liberty  Boys  in  Trouble ;  or,  A  Bad  Run  of  Luck. 
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Boys’  Jubilee  ;  or,  A  Great  Day  for  the  Great  Cause 
Boys  Cornered;  or,  “Which  Way  Shall  We  Turn?” 
Boys  at  Valley  Forge ;  or,  Enduring  Terrible  Hard- 


116 
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Boys  Missing;  or,  Lost  in  the  Swamps. 

Boys’  Wager,  And  How  They  Won  It. 

Boys  Deceived  ;  or,  Tricked  but  Not  Beaten. 

Boys  and  the  Dwarf ;  or,  A  Dangerous  Enemy. 
Boys’  Dead-Shots ;  or,  The  Deadly  Twelve. 

Boys’  League  ;  or,  The  Country  Boys  Who  Helped. 
Boys’  Neatest  Trick ;  or,  How  the  Redcoats  were 


121  The  Liberty  Boys  Stranded  ;  or,  Afoot  in  the  Enemy’s  Country. 

122  The  Liberty  Boys  in  the  Saddle;  or,  Lively  Work  for  Liberty’s 

Cause. 


123  The  Liberty  Boys’  Bonanza ;  or,  Taking  Toll  from  the  Tories 

124  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Saratoga  ;  or,  The  Surrender  of  Burgoyne. 

12  5  The  Liberty  Boys  and  “Old  Put.-’;  or  The  Escape  at  Horseneck. 

126  The  Liberty  Boys  Bugle  Call ;  or,  The  Plot  to  Poison  Washington 

127  The  Liberty  Boys  and  “Queen  Esther”  ;  or,  The  Wyoming  Valley 

Massacre. 

128  The  Liberty  Boys’  Horse  Guard  ;  or,  On  the  High  Hills  of  Santee. 

129  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Aaron  Burr ;  or,  Battling  for  Independ¬ 

ence. 


130  The  Liberty 

131  The  Liberty 

132  The  Liberty 

mond. 

133  The  Liberty 

134  The  Liberty 

Ships. 

135  The  Liberty 

Statue. 

136  The  Liberty 

137  The  Liberty 
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Boys  and  the  “Swamp  Fox”  ;  or,  Helping  Marlon. 
Boys  and  Ethan  Allen ;  or,  Old  and  Young  Veterans. 
Boys  and  the  King’s  Spy ;  or,  Diamond  Cut  Dia- 


Boys’  Bayonet  Charge  ;  or,  The  Siege  of  Yorktown. 
Boys  and  Paul  Jones;  or,  The  Martyrs  of  the  Prison 


Boys  at  Bowling  Green ;  or,  Smashing  the  King’s 


Boys  and  Nathan  Hale  ;  or,  The  Bra,ve  Patriot  Spy. 
Boys’  “Minute  Men”  ;  or,  The  Battle  of  the  Cow 


138  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Traitor ;  or,  How  They  Handled  Him. 

139  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Yellow  Creek  ;  or,  Routing  the  Redcoats. 

140  The  Liberty  Boys  and  General  Greene  ;  or,  Chasing  Cornwallis. 

141  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Richmond;  or,  Fighting  Traitor  Arnold. 

142  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Terrible  Tory ;  or,  Beating  a  Bad 

Man. 

143  The  Liberty  Boys’  Sword-Fight;  or,  Winning  with  the  Enemy’s 

Weapons. 

144  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Georgia  ;  or,  Lively  Times  Down  South. 

145  The  Liberty  Boys’  Greatest  Triumph  ;  or,  The  March  to  Victory. 

146  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Quaker  Spy  ;  or,  Two  of  a  Kind. 

147  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Florida ;  or,  Fighting  Prevost’s  Army. 

148  The  Liberty  Boys’  Last  Chance ;  or,  Making  the  Best  of  It. 

149  The  Liberty  Boys’  Sharpshooters ;  or,  The  Battle  of  the  Kegs. 

150  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Guard  ;  or,  Watching  the  Enemy. 

151  The  Liberty  Boys’  Strange  Guide  ;  or,  the  Mysterious  Maiden. 


152  The  Liberty  Boys  in  the  Mountains ;  or,  Among  Rough  People. 

153  The  Liberty  Boys’  Retreat;  or,  in  the  Shades  of  Death. 


154  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Fire  Fiend ;  or,  A  New  Kind  of  Battle. 

155  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Quakertown  ;  or,  Making  Things  Lively  in 

Philadelphia. 


156  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Gypsies ;  or,  A  Wonderful  Surprise. 

15  7  The  Liberty  Boys’  Flying  Artillery;  or,  “Liberty  or  Death.” 

15  8  The  Liberty  Boys  Against  the  Red  Demons;  or,  Fighting  the  Indian 

Raiders. 

1  5  9  The  Liberty  Boys’  Gunners;  or,  The  Bombardment  of  Monmouth. 

16  0  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Lafayette;  or,  Helping  the  Young  French  Gen¬ 

eral. 
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SECRET  SERVICE 

OLD  AND  YOUNG  KING  BEADY,  DETECTIVES. 

PRICE  S  CTS.  32  PAGES.  COLORED  COVERS.  ISSUED  WEEKLY 

LATEST  ISSUES: 


.80  The  Bradys  and  the  Serpent  Ring;  or,  The  Strange  Case  of  the 

.81  The  Bradys  and  “Silent  Sam”  ;  or,  Tracking  the  Deaf  and  Dumb 

.82  The  Bradys  and  the  “Bonanza”  King;  or,  Fighting  the  Fakirs  in 
’Frisco. 

L83  The  Bradys  and  the  Boston  Banker;  or,  Hustling  for  Millions  in 
the  Hub.  , 

L84  The  Bradys  on  Blizzard  Island ;  or,  Tracking  the  Gold  Thieves  of 
Cape  Nome.  _  _  . 

L85  The  Bradvs  in  the  Black  Hills  ;  or,  Their  Case  in  North  Dakota. 
LS6  The  Bradys  and  “Faro  Frank” ;  or,  A  Hot  Case  in  the  Gold 
Mines. 

187  The  Bradys  and  the  “Rube”;  or,  Tracking  the  Confidence  Men. 
LBS  The  Bradys  as  Firemen;  or,  Tracking  a  Gang  of  Incendiaries. 
180  The  Bradys  in  the  Oil  Country;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Giant 
Gusher. 

LOO  The  Bradys  and  the  Blind  Beggar ;  or,  The  Worst  Crook  of  All. 
[01.  The  Bradys  and  the  Bankbreakers ;  or,  Working  the  Thugs  of 
Chicago. 

L02  The  Bradys  and  the  Seven  Skulls ;  or,  The  Clew  That  Was  Found 
in  the  Barn. 

103  The  Bradys  in  Mexico;  or,  The  Search  for  the  Aztec  Treasure 

House. 

194  The  Bradys  at  Black  Run ;  or.  Trailing  the  Coiners  of  Candle 
Creek. 

LOS  The  Bradys  Among  the  Bulls  and  Bears;  or,  Working  the  Wires 
in  Wall  Street. 

LOG  The  Bradys  and  the  King ;  cr,  Working  for  the  Bank  of  England. 
L97  The  Bradys  and  the  Duke’s  Diamonds ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the 
Yacht. 

L98  The  Bradys  and  the  Bed  Rock  Mystery ;  or,  Working  in  the  Black 
Hills. 

L99  The  Bradys  and  the  Card  Crooks ;  or,  Working  on  an  Ocean  Liner. 

200  The  Bradys  and  “John  Smith”  ;  or,  The  Man  Without  a  Name. 

201  The  Bradys  and  the  Manhunters ;  or,  Down  in  the  Dismal  Swamp. 

202  The  Bradys  and  the  High  Rock  Mystery  ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the 

Seven  Steps. 

203  The  Bradys  at  the  Block  House ;  or,  Rustling  the  Rustlers  on  the 

Frontier. 

204  The  Bradys  in  Baxter  Street ;  or,  The  House  Without  a  Door. 

205  The  Bradys  Midnight  Call ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Harlem  Heights. 

206  The  Bradys  Behind  the  Bars ;  or,  Working  on  Blackwells  Island. 

207  The  Bradys  and  the  Brewer’s  Bonds ;  or,  Working  on  a  Wall 

Street  Case. 

208  The  Bradys  on  the  Bowery  ;  or,  The  Search  for  a  Missing  Girl. 

209  The  Bradys  and  the  Pawnbroker ;  or,  A  Very  Mysterious  Case. 

210  The  Bradys  and  the  Gold  Fakirs ;  or.  Working  for  the  Mint. 

211  The  Bradys  at  Bonanza  Bay ;  or,  Working  on  a  Million  Dollar 

Clew. 

212  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Riders ;  or,  The  Mysterious  Murder  at 

Wildtown. 

213  The  Bradys  and  Senator  Slam ;  or,  Working  With  Washington 

Crooks. 

214  The  Bradys  and  the  Man  from  Nowhere  ;  or,  Their  Very  Hardest 

C&SG. 

215  The  Bradys  and  “No.  99”  ;  or,  The  Search  for  a  Mad  Million¬ 

aire. 

216  The  Bradys  at  Baffin’s  Bay ;  or.  The  Trail  Which  Led  to  the  Arc¬ 

tic. 

217  The  Bradys  and  Gim  Lee ;  or,  Working  a  Clew  in  Chinatown. 

218  The  Bradys  and  the  “Yegg”  Men ;  or,  Seeking  a  Clew  on  the 

Road. 

*19  The  Bradys  and  the  Blind  Banker;  or,  Ferretting  Out  the  Wall 
Street  Thieves. 

J20  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Cat ;  or,  Working  Among  the  Card 
Crooks  of  Chicago. 


221  The  Bradys  and  the  Texas  Oil  King ;  or,  Seeking  a  Clew  in  the 

Southwest. 

222  The  Bradys  and  the  Night  Hawk  ;  or,  New  York  at  Midnight. 

223  The  Bradys  in  the  Bad  Lands ;  or,  Hot  work  in  South  Dakota. 

224  The  Bradys  at  Breakneck  Hall ;  or,  The  Mysterious  House  on  the 

Harlem. 

225  The  Bradys  and  the  Fire  Marshal ;  or,  Hot  Work  in  Horners- 

ville. 

226  The  Bradys  and  the  Three  Sheriffs ;  or,  Doing  a  Turn  in  Ten¬ 

nessee. 

227  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Smugglers ;  or,  A  Hot  Trail  on  the 

Pacific  Coast 

228  The  Bradys’  Boomerang ;  or,  Shaking  Up  the  Wall  Street  Wire 

Tappers. 

229  The  Bradys  Among  the  Rockies ;  or,  Working  Away  Out  West. 

230  The  Bradys  and  Judge  Lynch;  or,  After  the  Arkansas  Terror. 

231  The  Bradys  and  the  Bagg  Boys ;  or,  Hustling  in  the  Black  Hills. 

232  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Bangs ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Mississippi 

Steamer. 

233  The  Bradys  in  Maiden  Lane ;  or,  Tracking  the  Diamond  Crooks. 

234  The  Bradys  and  Wells-Fargo  Case ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Mon¬ 

tana  Mail. 

235  The  Bradys  and  “Bowery  Bill”  ;  or,  The  Crooks  of  Coon  Alley. 

236  The  Bradys  at  Bushel  Bend ;  or,  Smoking  Out  the  Chinese  Smug¬ 

glers. 

237  The  Bradys  and  the  Messenger  Boy ;  or,  The  A.  D.  T.  Mystery. 

238  The  Bradys  and  the  Wire  Gang ;  or,  The  Great  Race-Track 

Swindle. 

239  The  Bradys  Among  the  Mormons ;  or,  Secret  Work  in  Salt  Lake 

City. 

240  The  Bradys  and  “Fancy  Frank”  ;  or,  The  Velvet  Gang  of  Flood 

Bar. 

241  The  Bradys  at  Battle  Cliff ;  or,  Chased  Up  the  Grand  Canyon. 

242  The  Bradys  and  “Mustang  Mike”  ;  or,  The  Man  With  the  Branded 

Hand. 

243  The  Bradys  at  Gold  Hill ;  or,  The  Mystery  o£  the  Man , '  mm 

Montana.  > 

244  The  Bradys  and  Pilgrim  Pete ;  or,  The  Tough  Sports  of  Terror 

Gulch. 

245  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Eagle  Express ;  or,  The  Fate  of  the 

Frisco  Flyer. 

246  Tile  Bradys  and  Hi-Lo-Jak ;  or,  Dark  Deeds  in  Chinatown. 

247  T  ae  Bradys  and  the  Texas  Rangers  ;  or,  Rounding  up  the  Green 

Goods  Fakirs. 

248  The  Bradys  and  “Simple  Sue”  ;  or,  The  Keno  Queen  of  Sawdust 

City. 

249  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  Wizard ;  or,  the  Cash  That  Did 

Not  Come. 

250  The  Bradys  and  Cigarette  Charlie ;  or,  the  Smoothest  Crook  in 

the  World. 

251  The  Bradys  at  Bandit  Gulch;  or,  From  Wall  Street  to  the  I  ? 

West. 

252  The  Bradys  in  the  Foot-Hills ;  or,  The  Blue  Band  of  HaK 

Gulch. 

253  The  Bradys  and  Brady  the  Banker ;  or,  The  Secret  of  — — 

Santa  Fe  Trail. 

254  The  Bradys’  Graveyard  Clue ;  or,  Dealings  With  Doctor  I — 

255  The  Bradys  and  “Lonely  Luke”  ;  or,  The  Hard  Gang  of$fPg 

scrabble.  jflgH 

256  The  Bradys  and  Tombstone  Tom  ;  or,  A  Hurry  Call  from  Arizo 

257  The  Bradys’  Backwoods  Trail ;  or,  Landing  the  Log  Rolh.ra 

Gang. 

258  The  Bradys  and  “Joe  Jinger”  ;  or,  The  Clew  in  the  Convict  Cam 

259  The  Bradys  at  Madman’s  Roost;  or,  A  Clew  from  the  Gold* 

Gate. 

260  The  Bradys  and  the  Border  Band ;  or,  Six  Weeks’  Work  Aloitj; 

the  Line. 


For  Sale  by  All  Newsdealers,  or  will  be  Sent  to  Any  (Address  on  Receipt  of  Price,  5  Cents  per  Copy,  by 

PRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

)f  our  libraries,  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
n  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  re¬ 
urn  mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 
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...copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN,  Nos . 

“  WILD  WEST  WEEKLY,  Nos . : . 

“  FRANK  READE  WEEKLY,  Nos . 
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THE  STAGE. 


N\x  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MENN  mrv 
BOOK.  Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  bv  the 

S“twlmderfu|Um,Tnb0ok°  ,M“,eUr  m,“Stre,s  '*  ('01uplete ’without 
‘  No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  si»faKtm‘ 
Sontaining  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  n'-J,  n 
-*nd  Irish.  Also  end  men  s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse 
I  nent  and  amateur  shows.  me  amu^- 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTRFI  ertni? 
\ND  JOKE  BOOK.— Something  new  and  very  instructive  ’e*™ 
yov  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  f  ,  n,' 
raniaing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe.  01  * 

No  65  MULDOON’S  JOKES.  This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums  etc’  of 
.  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist  and  practical'  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
%  abtain  a  conv  immediately. 

Cl  N>  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com- 
3 instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
'7L— •>' :  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Promoter 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager’ 

■  No.  SO.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. -Containing the fat 
**  ?sr  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
+  ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome 
:»lored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER. —Containing  fa 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  bec<a>s«r 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  Ib^a1 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 


housekeeping. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
auh  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
ar  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
powers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 

lshed. 

-No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
\pn  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  eookiu^  meats 
*  game  and  oysters  ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 

I  docks'’  aQC*  a  &ran(^  coPectlon  °f  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

No^  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 


r^r  - - wu.tuuo  miuimauuu  lor 

mon  and  women;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 

im  n  n*V**  OTTrthmrr  ^  1, 1  .  **  * 


aial^alhiost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments 
©rackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds! 


ELECTRICAL. 

No.  4C>.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  Of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  • 
together  vmh  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries,’ 

.  By  Geoige  I  rebel,  A.  M.f  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 

ustrauons.  &  y 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con- 
aining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
a  nn’  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 

'  j.04l-  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

^05  £{•  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
vaf  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 

107  Th£viitk  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

108  The  ENTERTAINMENT. 

109  Th  T0  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 

110  Tfi,  •  Yhe  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
ot  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  rnulti- 
V;  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
Ifate  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 

Published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

V  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
ittle  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
.  s»  ,card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
0r  ntawmg-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  book  published. 

.  *  S'  •  P-  HOM  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
1m 'r ntainmg  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
oac ^gammon  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

II0W  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing*  all 


SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  m T 
fully  explained  by  this  little  hook.  Besides  the  various  methods 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  ©&!?*= 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  ot  flowers,  which  3f 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  hanwo 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  hook  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instra®= 
Jions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  partly 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  squ»,rtS 

dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  lovOn 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  ruUs  and  etiquedr 
10  ”e  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesth^khings  not 
erally  known. 

No  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS.— Contains 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  ho 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  a 
and  be  convinced  how  to  beco 


1 1  iosh 
frj9lic.il 
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Ij/ioIA. 


— 1.  _  .1-.  ”  ,  ^  v.uixu.'iunL  iiio. — ooniaining  all 

*  Anri  JV!\n?  C0I?unflrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
■no  w.rry  sayings. 

TP  PLAY  CARDS.— A  complete  and  handy  little 
fg?. .  *  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 

JLifctinn  ap  ?°n  l  ^ty-five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
v  or?  'irPh/HL Uours  anfJ  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

^  HOW  IO  DO  PUZZLES.— Containing  over  three  hun- 

•  .  1  ntf  resting  puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key  to  same.  A 
e'e  book.  Fully  Illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 


*  „  __ _  ETIQUETTE. 

great  I  f  °W  T0  Do  IT:  0R'  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
II'.1  1 ,2  secret,  and  lone  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 

o  'I?  TUi\tre  Lj)ar>r»mesB  in  it. 

te  of  ?  1*  /O  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  efi- 

r,.‘  ■  r>°(t  *°ciety  an*)  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
(L *v,n^jtr>  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church 

»n  the  drawing-room,/ 


DECLAMATION. 

HOW  TO  ReT.TTK  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

* '*  most  prion  Jar  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
dialect,  '■k.kee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 

rd  read  Mt 

ICE  10  CENTS  EACH,  OR  3  FOR 
FRANK  TOUSEV^^u  Wisher,  24  Union  Square  Net% 


BIRDS 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP 
containing  full  instructions  for 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink. 

„  No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  D 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  in 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  wease 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copio 
Keene. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  B 
able  hook,  giving  instructions  i 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  a 

NoT  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AN 
plete  information  as  to  the  mam 
taming,  breeding  and  managing 
instruction's  for  making  cages, 
eight- illustrations,  making  it  t 
ever  published. 

IVUSCE 

No.  8.  ITOW  TO  BECOME 
structive  book,  giving  a  comp! 
periments  in  acoustics,  mech< 
(Erections  for  making  firewo 
This  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE 
making  all  kinds  of  eandv,  i 

No.  19.  FRANK  TOUSEY 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMP 
official  distances  on  all  the 
Canada.  Also  table  of  dis 
fares  in  the  principal  cities, 
it  one  of;  the  most  complete 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECO 
derfui  book,  containing  use 
treatment  of  ordinary  dise 
family.  Abounding  in  useful 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLI 
taming  valuable  information  i 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Hands 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A 
the  world-known  detective.  1 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginne 
and  experiences  of  well-known 
.  No.  60.  IIOW  TO  RECOM 
ing  useful  information  regardin 
also  IfrTw  to  make  Photographi 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  i 
Abney. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOM 
CADET. — Containing  full  expl 
course  of  Study,  Examinations, 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  an 
of  “I low  to  Become  a  Naval  C 

No.  03.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A 
strucfions  of  how  to  gain  ad 
Academy.  Also  containing  the 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historic 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens, 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 

as  CENTS. 


WILD  WEST  WEEKL 


A  magazine  Containing  Stories,  Sketches,  ete.,  of  (ilestern  Life. 


32  F-  — 


32  PAGES.  PRICE  5  CENTS. 

EACH  NUMBER  IN  A  HANDSOME  COLORED  COVER. 

All  of  these  exciting  stories  are  founded  on  facts.  Young  Wild  West  is  a  hero  with  whom  the  ai. 

acquainted.  His  daring  deeds  and  thrilling  adventures  have  never  been  surpassed.  They  form  the  bas> 

♦ 

most  dashing  stories  ever  published. 
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fs  as  numbers  of  this  most  interesting  magazine  and  be  convinced . 

Rr'JTdys  in  the  ® 

,jfusher. 

lOO^The  Bradys  and  the  BfJEST  ISSUES: 

101  The  Bradys  and  the  tenderfoot;  or,  A  New  Yorker  in  the 

Chicago. 

102  The  Bradys  and  the  Seven  *.  Winning  Against  Great  Odds. 


»ks. 

on- 


in  the  Barn. 


The  Comanche  Chief's  Last  Raid. 


193  The  Bradys  in  Mexico ,  or,  Q^st  of  Gauntlet  Gulch. 

House.  _  _  .  The  Double  Wedding  at  Weston. 

104  The  Bradys  at  Black  Run,  or,  Bunding  of  a  Railroad. 

Creek.  ,  .  ..  tj  i , _  Tubers;  or.  The  Hunt  for  the 

195  The  Bradys  Among  the  Bulls  an> 

in  Wall  Street.  0r,  pGur  Against  Twenty. 

19G  The  Bradys  and  the  King;  C*,  ye  j>enegades  of  Riley’s  Run 

197  The  Bradys  and  the  Duke  s  Diir  outwitting  the  Redskins. 

Yacht.  \  Red  Man  With  a  White  Heart. 

198  The  Bradys  and  the  Bed  Rock  lur,  A  Lively  Time  at  Roaring 

199  Th?  Bradys  and  the  Card  Crooks'e  ;  or,  Fighting  WTith  Nature's 

200  The  Bradys  and  “John  Smith”  *  ,  , 

‘‘01  The  Bradys  and  the  Manhuntei  ^osing  a  Hundred  Thousand. 
oal  Kv/and  the  High  Ro  or.  The  Terror  of  Taper  Top 

or,  The  Raiders  of  Raw  Hide 


43  Young  Wild  West’s  Great  Round  Up;  or,  Corraling 

Raiders.  _ 

44  Young  Wild  West's  Rifle  Rangers  :  or.  Trailing  a  Bant 

45  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Russian  Duke  ;  or,  A  Liveiy 
Mountain  and  Plain 


ig- 


ry. 


46  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Rio  Grande;  or,  Trapping  the  McAkick 

Coiners. 

47  Young  "Wild  West  and  Sitting  Bull  :  or.  Saving  a  Troop  of  M*ke 

48  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Texas  Trailers  ;  or,  Roping  in  W 


202  The  Bradys  and  the  High 

Seven  Steps. 

203  The  Bradys  at  the  Block  Hous 

Frontier.  The  Net  That  Would  Not  Hold 

204  The  Bradys  in  Baxter  Street; 

205  The  Bradys  Midnight  Call;  or  A  Mayor  at  Twenty. 

206  The  Bradys  Behind  the  Bars;  t  Thieves;  or,  Breaking  Up  a  Bad 

207  The  Bradvs  and  the  Brewer’s 

Street  Case.  ’he  Dog  That  Wanted  a  Master. 

208  The  Bradys  on  the  Bowery;  o  A  Combination  Hard  to  Beat. 

209  The  Bradys  and  the  Pawnbrok*  lueen  ;  or,  Rounding  Up  the  cat- 

21?  The  Bradys  at  bonanza  Bayd;k  .  or,  Getting  the  Mail  Through 

212  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Ride  de  ;  or,  The  Raid  of  the  Rene- 

213  and  Senat°r  ®lam\ntlet  r^or.^The  ^’awnee^Ch^inf’s 

214  The  Bradys  and  the  Man  from  1 

Case.  >ys ;  or,  A  Hot  Time  on  the 

215  The  Bradys  and  “No.  99” ;  or,  ,  ,  .. 

aire  ;  or,  The  Rose  Bud  of  the 

216  The  Bradys  at  Baffln’s  Bay;  or, 

tjc  ;  or,  A  Ride  that  Saved  a 

017  The  Bradys  and  Gim  Lee;  or,  Wt 

218  The  Bradys  and  the  “Yegg”  Met  The  Battle  for  a  Silver  Mine 

Road.  rrow  ;  or.  The  White  Lily  of 

219  The  Bradys  and  the  Blind  Bankei 

Street  Thieves. 

220  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Cat ; 

Crooks  of  Chicago. 


Young 
Thieves. 

49  Young  Wild  West’s  Whirlwind  Riders ;  or.  Chasing 

Thugs. 

50  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Danites  :  ^r.  Arietta's 

51  Young  Wild  West  in  the  Shadow  of  Death  :  or. 

Man’s  Bullet. 

52  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Arizona  Boomers ; 

of  Bullet  Bar. 

53  Young  Wild  West  After  the  Claim-Jumpers;  or.  Tan" 

Town. 

54  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Prairie  Pearl ;  or,  Th*1  Mysi 

Man’s  Ranch. 

55  Young  Wild  West  on  a  Crooked  Trail  ;  or.  Lost  o- 
Desert. 


id 


Borc'l 

ed 


tn 


r>*  cor 


he 


*>6  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Broken  or,  The  Canuws  u 


*ods  an 


<3 


Yellow  Fork. 

57  Young  Wild  West’s  Running  Fight  :  or,  Trapping  the 

Renegades. 

58  Young  Wild  West  and  His  Dead  Shot  Band ;  or.  the  Sil 

of  the  Canadian  Border. 

59  Young  Wild  West's  Blind  Ride  ;  or.  The  Treasure  Trove  th 

Yellowstone. 

60  Young  Wild  W’est  and  the  Vigilantes:  or.  Thinning  Out  a  Harq 

Crowd. 

61  Young  Wild  West  on  a  Crimson  Trail  ;  or,  Arietta  ^.mong  tl 

Apaches. 

62  Young  Wild  West  and  “Gilt  Edge  Gil”  ;  or,  Touching  up  the, 

Sharpers. 

63  Young  Wild  West’s  Reckless  Riders  :  or.  After  the  Train  Wreck -j 

ors.  1 

64  Young  Wild  West  at  Keno  Gulch;  or.  The  Game  -That  Was  Never 

Played. 

65  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Man  from  the  East;  or.  The  Luck  that  jocund 

tho  T  .not  T  .nH  P 


/A 


the  Lost  Lode. 

66  Young  Wild  West  in  the  Grand  Canyon;  or;  A  Finish  Fight  With  Out¬ 
laws. 
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